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DYNEVOR TERRACE. 



CHAPTER I. 

TEE TBTSTE. 

One nngle flash of glad BUrprise 
Jiut glanced from Isabol's dark eyea. 
Then vanished in the blush of aha^e 
That na ita penanca instant came — 
* O thought imworthy of my race !^ 

The Lord of tht Idtt. 

AS little recked Fitgooelyn of tte mannuni whicli 
he had provoked, as he guessed the true secret 
of his victory. In his eyes, it waa the triumph of 
merit over prejudice; and Mrs. Frost espoused the 
atime gratifjiog view, though ascribing much to her 
nephew's activity; and James himself,' flushed with 
hope and success, was not likely to dissent. 

Kext they had to make their conquest available. 
Apart jfrom Louis's magnificent prognostications, at 
the lowest computation, the head master's income 
amounted to a sum which to James appeared affluence; 
and though there was no hoHse provided, it mattered the 
lees since there were five to choose from in the Terrace, 
even if his grandmother had not wished that their 
household should be still the same. With Miss Cou" 
way's own fortune and the Terrace settled on herself, 
where could be any risk 1 

Would Lady Conway think so^ and how should 
the communication be made ] James at first proposed 
writing to her, enclosing a letter to Isabel; but ha 
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2 DTNEVOB, TEKBACE. 

changed hia mind, unable to satisfy himeelf that, when 
absent &om restraint, she niigbt not seed a refuaal 
withoat affording her daughter the option. He begged 
hip grandmother to write to Isabel ; but she thought 
her letter might carry too much weight, and, whatever 
might be her hopes, it was not for her to tell the 
young lady that such means were sufficient. 

Louis begged to be the bearer of the letter. Hia 
aunt would certainly keep terms with him, and he could 
insure that the case was properly laid before Isabel ; 
and, as there could be no doubt at present of bis 
persuasive powera, James caught at the offer. The 
party were still at Beanchastel, and he devised going 
to bis old quarters at Ebhscreek, and making a descent 
upon them from thence. 

When he came to take up his credentials, he found 
James and his little black leathern bag, determined to 
come at least to Ebhacreek with him, and declaring 
it made him frantic to stay at home and leave his 
cause in other hands, and that he could not exist 
anywhere but close to the scene of addon. 

Captain Hannaford waa smoking in his demi-boat^ 
and gave hia former lodgeis a hear^ welcome; but he 
twinkled knowingly with his eye, and so significantly 
volunteered to inform them that the ladies were still 
at Beauchastel, that James's wrath at the old skipper's 
impudence began to revive, and he walked off to the 
remotest end of the garden. 

The Capt^n, remaining with Loois, with whom he 
was always on iar more easy terms, looked after the 
other gentleman, winked again, and confessed that 
he had suspected one or other of them might be 
coming that way this summer, though he could not 
say he had expected to see them both together. 

' Mind, CaptiuQ,' said Louis, ' it wasn't / that made 
the boat late this time last year.' 

' Well 1 I might be wrong ; I fiincied yon cast an 
eye that way. Then maybe it ain't true what's all 
over the place here.* 
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Louia preflsed to hear what. 'Why, that when the 
French were going on like Eobert Speai- and them 
old timea, he had convoyed the young lady nght 
through the midst of them ; and they would both 
have been shot, if my Lady's butler hadn't oome down 
with a revolver, killed half-a-dozen of the mob, and 
rescued them out of it ; but that Lord Fit^ooelya 
had been desperately wounded in going back to fetch 
her bractdet, and Mr. Delaford had carried him out in 
hiBarms.' 

' Well 1' said Louis, coolly, without altering a muscle 
of hia face, as the Captain looked for an angry negative. 

'And when they got home, — so the story went, — Mr. 
Frost, the tutor, was so mad with jealou^ and rage, 
that my Lady declared those moorings would not suit 
her no longer, but had let go, and liud her head right 
for Beauchastel.' 

' Pray what was the young lady supposed to think 
of the matter V 

' Stories appeared to vary. One version said that Mr. 
Delaford had found him on hia knees to her; and that 
my Lady had snatched her cruelly away, because she 
would not have her married before her own daughtera, 
and looked ov^ all the poat, for fear there should be a 
letter for her. Another declared that Miss Conway 
- would not have ^li"! at any price, and was set upon 
the poor tutor, and that he was lying dangerously ill 
of a low fever. — The women will have it so,' observed 
the Captain; 'the story's everywhere, except maybe 
in the parlour at Beauchastel, and I wouldn't wonder 
if Mrs. Mansell knew it all hersel:^ for her maid has 
a tongue a yard long. I won't say but I thought 
there might be some grain of truth at the bottom ' 

' And yoa shall hear it by-and-by, when I know 
what it is myself' 

' rd not say I would have believed it the more if that 
fine gentleman had taken his oath of it — a fellow that 
ain't to be trusted,' observed the Captain. 

This might have led to a revelation, if Louis had had 
b2 
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time to attend to it; but he had pity on James's im- 
patient miaery, and proceeded to ask the loan of the 
boat The tide would not, however, serve; and as 
waiting till it would was not to be endured, the two 
oouains set off to walk tt^ether through the woods, 
Louiq beguiling the way by chaffing James, as &r as he 
would bear, with the idea of Isabel's name being trifled 
with by the profane crowd. 

He left James at the gate of the park, prowling 
about like a panther to try for a glimpse of Isabel's 
■window, and feeding his despair and jealousy that 
Louis should boldly walk up to the door, while he, with 
so much better a right, was excluded by his unguarded 
promise to Lady Conway. 

All the tumultuary emotions of his mind were end- 
lessly repeated, and many a slow and pealing note of 
the church-clock had added fuel to his impatience, and 
spurred him to rush up to the door uid clum his 
rights, before Louis came bounding past the lodge- 
gates, flourishing his cap, and crying, ' Hurrah, Jem 1 
All right 1' 

' Fm going to her at once !' cried Jem, b^;inning to 
rush off j but Louis caught and imprisoned his arm. 

' N'ot so &at, air I You are to see her. I promise 
you shall sea her if you wish it, but It must be in my 
aunt's way,' 

' Let me go, I say T 

' When I have walked five miles in your service, you 
won't afford me an arm to help me back. I am not a 
horse with winga, and I won't be Cupid's post except 
on my own terms. Come back.' 

' I don't stir till I have heard the state of the case.' 

' Yes, you do; for all the sportsmen will be coming 
home, and my aunt would not for all the world that 
Mr. Mansell caught you on the forbidden ground' 

' How can you give in to such shuffling nonsense ! 
If I am to claim Isabel openly, why am I not to visit 
her openly ) You have yielded to that woman's 
crooked polity. I don't trust you f 
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'When you are her fion, you may manage lier aa you 
please. Juat now she has us m her power, and can 
impose oonditiona. Come on ; and if you are good, you 
shall hear.' 

Drawii^ James along with him through the beech- 
wood glades, he began, 'You would have been more 
insane still If you had guessed at my luck. I found 
Isabel alone. Krs. Mansell had taken the girls to 
some juvenile fSte, and Delaford waa discreet enoi^h 
not to rouse my aunt from her letters. I augured well 
from the happy ooi^ unction.' 

'Go on; don't waste time in stuffi' 

' Barkis is willing, then. Is that enough to the 
point V 

'Fitgooelyn, you never had any feelings yuurself, 
and thei-efore you trifle with those of others.' 

' I beg your pardon. It was a shamo! Jem, you 
may be proud. She trusts you completely; and whatever 
you think sufBcient, she regards as ample.' 

' Lite her ! Only too like her. Such confidence 
makes one feel a redoubled responsibility.' 

' I thought I had found something at which you 
could not grumble.' 

' How does she look I How do they treat her )' 

' Apparently they have not yet fed her on bread and 
water. No; seriously, I must confess that she looked 
uncommonly well and lovelyl Never mind, Jetti; I 
verily believe that, in spite of absence and all that, she 
had never been so happy in her life. If any description 
could convey the sweetneas of voice and manner when 
she spoke of you! I could not look in her face. 
Those looks can only be for you. We talted it over, 
but she heeded no ways and means; it was enough 
that you were satisfied. She says the subject' has 
never been broached since the flight &om Northwold, 
and that Lady Conway's kindness never varies ; and 
she told me she had little fear but that her dear 
mamma would be prevailed on to give sanction enough 
to hinder her from feeling as if a^ were doing wrong, 
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or Betting a bad example to her siBters. They know 
nothing of it ; but Walter, Tho leanit it &o one knows 
how, draws the exemplary moral, that it serves his 
mother right for inflictiiig a tutor on him.' 

'Ha« ahe had my letter f Does she know I am 
herel' 

' Wait ! All this settled, and luncheon being ready, 
down come my Lady, and we played unconsciousuesa 
to our best ability. I must confess my aunt beat us 
hollow 1 Isabel then left us to our conference, which 
we conducted with the graTity of a tulor and an old 
woman making a match in Brittany.' 

' You came out with that valuable improvable iree- 
hold, the Terrace, I suppose Y 

' I told the mere facta I My aunt was rather grand 
about a grammar-school ; she said even a curacy would 
sound better, and she must talk it over with IsabeL I 
gaveyour letter, conjuring her to let Isabel have it; and 
though she declared that it was no kindness, and wonid 
put the poor darling into needleas perplexity, she was 
touched with my forbearaace, in not having given it 
before, when I had such an opportunity. So she went 
away, and stayed a weaiy while ; hut when she came, it 
was worth the waiting. She imd Isabel was old enough 
to know her own mind, and the attachment being so 
strong, and you bo unexceptionable, she did not think 
it possible to object: she had great delight in seeing 
you made happy, and fulfilling the dictates of her own 
heart, now that it could be done with moderate pru- 
dence. They go to Scarborough in a fortnight, and 
you will be welcome there. There's for you T 

' Louis, you are the best fellow living 1 Bat you 
said I was to see her at once.' 

'I asked, why wait for Scarborough) and deleted 
you hovering disconsolately round the precincts. 
N^ever mind, Jem, I did not make you more ridiculous 
than human nature must needs paint a lover, and it 
was all to melt her heart I was starting off to fetch 
you, when I found /ihe was in great terror. She had 
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never told the MansellB of the matter, ojid they must 
be prepared. She cannot have it transpire vhile she 
is m their house, and, in fact, is exctesively a&aid of 
Mr. Mansell, and waata to tell her story hj letter. 
Now, I thinlc, considering all things, she haa aright to 
take her own way.' 

' You said I was not to go without meeting her F 

' I had assented, aad was devising how to mturch off 
my lunatia quietly, when the feminine goodoatured 
heart that la in her began to relent, and she looked up 
in my &ce with a amile, and said the poor daais were 
really exemplary, and if Isabel shcnad walk to the 
beach and should meet any one there, she need know 
nothing about it.' 

' What says Isabelf 

' She held up her stately head, and thonght it would 
be a better return for Mr. MauBelTs kindness to tell 
him herself before leaving Beauchaatel; bat Lady Con> 
way entreated her not to be haatj, and protest^ that 
her fears were of Mr. Mansell's displeasure with her 
for not having taken better care of her — she dreaded a 
break, and so on, — till the end of it was, that though 
we agree that prudence would carry us off to-morrow 
morning, yet her ladyship will look the other way, if 
yon happen to be on the southern beach aC eleven 
o'clock to-morrow morning. I suppose you were very 
headlong and peremptory in your note, for I could not 
imagine Isabel consenting to a secret tryste even so 
authorized.' 

' I never asked for any such thing I I would not 
for worlds see her led to do anything underhand.' 

' She will honour you 1 lliat's r^t, Jem 1' 

'Neither as a clergyman, nor as a Dynevor, can I 
consent to trick even those who have no claim to her 
duty I' 

' Keitber as a gentleman, nor as a human creature,' 
added Louis, in the same tone. ' Shall I go bade and 
^ve your answerf 

' No ; you are walking lame enough already.' 

Google 
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' No matter for that.' 

' To tell yo\3. the truth, I can't stand your being 
with her Again; while I am made a fool of by that 
woman. If Tm not to Bee her, ni be off, TD send 
her a note; we will cross to Bickle3^ooI, and start 
by the mail-train this very night' 

Louia made no objection, and Jamea hurried him 
into the little parlour, where in ten minutes the note 
was dashed off; — 

' My own most PBE010T78 Oke ! — (as, thanks to my 
most unselfish of cousins, I may dare to call you,) — I 
regret my fervency and urgency for an interview, since 
it led you to think I could purchase even such hap- 
piness by a subterfuge unworthy of my calling, and an 
ill return of the hospitality to which we owed our first 
meeting. We will meet when I claim you in the lace 
of day, without the sense of stolen felicity, which is a 
charm to common-place minds. My glory is in the 
assurance that you understand my letter, approve, and 
are relieved. With such sanction, and with ardour 
before you like mine, I see that you could do no other 
than consent, and there is not a shadow of censure in 
my mind J but i^ without compromising your sense of 
obedience, you could openly avow our engagement to 
Mr. ManseU, I own that I should feel that we were 
not drawn into a compromise of sincerity. What this 
costs me I will not aayj it will be bare existence till 
we meet at Scarborough. 

' Your own, J. R. F. D.' 

Having written this and deposited it in the Ebbs- 
creek post-office, James bethonght himself that his 
submissive cousin had thrown himself on the floor, 
with his bag for a pillow, trying to make the most of 
the few moments of rest before the midnight journey. 
Beized with compunction, James exclaimed, 'There, 
old fellow, we wiU stay to-night.' 

' Thank yon — ' He was too sleepy for mor& 
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' The delay was recompeuaed. James was trying to 
persuade Louis to rouse himself to be revived by bread- 
aud-oheese and beer, and could extort nothing but a 
dro-wsy repetition of the rhyme, in old days the war- 
cry of the Grammar-school against the present head- 
master, — 

'The Welshmaii had liked to be choked by a mouse. 
But he pulled bim out by the tail,' — 

when an alarum came in the shape of a little grinning 
boy from Beauchastel, with a note on which James 
had nearly laid hands, as he saw the writing, though 
the address was to the Yiscount Fitzjocelyn. 

' You may have it,' said Louis. ' If anything were 
wanting, the coincidence proves that you were cut out 
for one another. I rejoice that the moon does not 
stoop from her sphere.' 

' Mt seas Cousin, — I trust to you to prevent Mr. 
F. Dynevor from being hurt or disappointed ; and, in- 
deed, I scarcely think he will, though I should not 
availmyselfof the permission for meeting him so kindly 
intended. I saw at once that you felt as I did, and as 
I know he will. He would not Uke me to have cause 
to blush before my kind friends — to know that I had 
acted a deceit, nor to set an example to my sisters for 
which they might not understand the justification. I 
know that you will obtain my pardon, if needed; and 
to be assured of it, would be all that wouid be re- 
quired to complete the grateful happiness of 

' Isabel.' 

The boy had orders not to wait ; and these being se- 
conded by fears of something that ' walked' in Ebbscreek 
wood after dark, he was gone before an answer could 
be thought of. It mattered the less, since Isabel must 
receive James's note early in the morning ; and so, in 
&ot, she did — and she was blushing over it, and feeling 
as if she could never have borne to meet hb eye but 
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for the part she hod fortunately taken, when Iioiub& 
tapped at her door, Trith a message that Hr. Mansell 
vished to speak with her, if she were ready. 

She went down^tairB still in a glow; and hra old 
Mend's first words were a compliment on her roses, so 
pointed, that she doubted for a moment whetiier he did 
not think them suspicious, especially as he put his hands 
behind his back, and paced up and down the room, for 
some moments. He then came towards her, and said, 
in a very kind tone, ' Isabel, my dear, I sent for yon 
first, because I knew your own mother very well, my 
dear; and though I^y Conway is very kind, and has 
always done you justice, — that I will always say for her, 
— yet there are times when it may make a difference 
to a young woman whether she has her own mother 
or not' 

Isabel's heart waa beating. Shewaa certain that some 
discovery had been made, and longed to explain ; bat 
she was wise enough not to speak in haste, and waited 
to see how the old gentleman would finally break it to 
ber. He blundered on a little longer, becoming more 
confused and distressed every minute, and at last came 
to the point abruptly. ' In short, Isabel, my dear, 
what can you hare done to set people saying that you 
haye been correeponding with the young men at Ebba- 
creek f 

' I sent a note to ray cousin Fit^ocelyn last night,' 
said Isabel, with such calmness, that the old gentle- 
man iairly stood with hia month open, looking at her 
aghast 

' Fitgocelyn I Then it is Fitzjocelyn, is itf he ex- 
claimed. ' Then, why could he not set about it openly 
and honourably ! Does his fiither objecti I would 
not have thought it of you, Isabel, nor of the lad 
neither I' 

'You need not think it, dear Mr. Mansell. There 
is nothing between Lord Fitzjocelyn and myself but 
the warmest friendship.' 

' Isabel ! Isabel 1 why are you maldng mysteries i I 
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do not wish to piy into foar afisits. I would havo 
tmated yoa anywhere ; but when it comes round to 
me that you have been flending a private messenger to 
one of the young gentlemen there, I don't know what 
to be at 1 I would not believe Mrs. Maneetl at lirst ; 
but I saw the boy, and he said you had sent him 
yourself. My dear, you may mean very rightly — 
I am sure you do; but you must not set people talking! 
It is not acting rightly by me, Isabel ; but I would not 
care for that, if it were acting rightly by yoursell' 
And he gaied at her with a piteous, perplexed expres- 

' Let me call ipn'r""^/ said Isabel. 

' As you will, my dear j but cannot you let the simple 
truth come out between you and your own blood-re- 
lation, without all her words to come between J Can't 
yon, Isabel} I am sure you and I shall understand 
each other.' 

' That we shall,' replied Isabel, warmly. ' I have giren 
her no promise. Dear Mr. Mansell, I have wished all 
along that you should know that I am engaged, with 
her full consent, to Mr. Frost Dynevor.' 

'To the little black tutor 1' cried Mr. Mansell, re- 
coiling, but recollecting himself. ' I beg your pardon, 
my dear, he may be a very good man, but what beoomea 
of all this scrambling over barricades wiUi the young 
Lordl' 

Isabel described the true history of her engagement ; 
and it was reoeived with a long, low whistle, by no 
means too complimentary. 

'And what makee him oome and hide in holes and 
oomers, if this is all with your mamma's good willf 

'Mamma thought you would be displeaaed; she 
insisted on taking her own time for breaking it to 
you,' said Isabel. 

'Was there ever a woman but must have her mys- 
tery i Well, I should have liked him better if he had 
not given into it I' 

'He never did!' said Isabel, indignant enough to 
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discloBe in fall the whole arrangement made by Lady 
Conway'a manceuTres and lax good-nature. 'I knew 
it would never do,' she added, 'though I could not say 
BO before her and Fit^ocelyn. My note was to tell 
them so: and look here, Mr. Mansell, this is what 
Mr. I>ynevor had already written before receiving 

She held it out proudly; and Mr. Mansell, making 
an unwilling sound between hia teeth, took it from 
her ; but, as he read, his countenance changed, and he 
exclaimed, 'Hal very well I This ia something liket 
So that's it, is it ! You and he would not combine to 
cheat the old man, tike a pair of lovers in a trumpery 
novel !' 

'IHo, indeed 1' said Isabel ; 'that would be a bad way 
of banning.' 

'Where is the young fellow I — at Ebbeoreek, did you 
sayt I'll tell you what, Isabel,' with his band on the 
bdl, TU have out the dogcart thia minnte, and fetch 
him home to break&at, to meet my Lady when she 
comes down ataira, if it be only for the sake of show- 
ing that I like plain dealing 1' 

Isabel could only blush, smile, look doubtful, and 
yet so very happy and grateful, that Mr. Mansell be- 
came cautious, lest his impulse should have carried him 
too &r ; and, after having ordered the vehicle to be 
prepared, he oanght her by the hand, and detained her, 
saying, 'Mind you. Miss, you are not to take this for 
over-much. I'm a&aid it ib a silly business, and I 
did not want you to throw yourself away on a sohool- 
loaster. I must see and talk to the man myself; but I 
won't have anything that's not open and above-board, 
and that my I^y shall see for once in her life T 

' Pm not afraid,' said Isabel, amiliug. ' James will 
make his own way with you.' 

Isabel ran away to excuse and explain her coufesaioii 
to Lady Conway; while Mr. Mansell indulged in an- 
other whistle, and then went to inform his wife that 
he was a&aid the girl had been making a fool of her- 
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self; but it was not Lady Conway's fonlt that she -was 
nothing worse, and he was resolved, whatever he did, 
to show that honesty was the only thing that would 
go down with him. 

The boat was rocking on the green waves, and Louis 
was in the act of waving an adieu to deaf Mrs. Hou- 
naford, when a huntsman's halloo caused James to 
look round and behold Mr. A^nsell stoJiding up in Lis 
dogcart, making energetic signals with his whip. 

He had meant to be very guarded, and wait to judge 
of James before showing that he approved ; but the 
exditement of the chase betrayed him into a glow of 
cordiality, and he shook hands with vehemence. 

' That's r^ht ! — just in time ! Jump in, and come 
home to break&at. So you wouldn't be a party to my 
Ifidy's tricks ! — just like her — just as she wheedled 
poor Conway. I will let her see how I esteem plain 
dealing ! I don't say that I see my way through this 
business; but we'U talk it over together, and settle 
matters without my Lady,' 

James hardly knew where he was, between joy and 
surprise. The invitation wasextended to hisoompanion; 
but Fitzjocelyn disoemed that both James and Mr. 
Mansell would prefer being left to themselves ; he had 
a repugnance to an immediate discussion with the one 
aunt, and was in haste to carry the tidings to the other t 
and besides, it was becoming possible that letters might 
arrive from the travellers. Actuated by all these mo- 
tives, he declined the offer of hospitality, and rowed 
across to Bickleypool, enKghtening the Captain on the 
state of afilaiiB as far as he desired. 
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CHAPTER IL 

THE THIRD TIUE. 

Tho' this was &ir, and tbat wu braw. 
And yon the to&st of all tlie town, 

I dgbed and said, amaiig them a', 
Ta are not Har; MoriBon. 

BCBNS. 

MBS. FROST and Louis -were very merry over the 
result of Lady Conway's (itrata^ma, and sat 
up mdulging in bright anticipations until eo late an 
hour, that Iiouia was compelled to relinquish hia pur- 
pose of going home that night, bnt he persisted in 
walking to Ormersfield before breakfast, that he might 
satisfy himself whether there were any letters. 

It was a brisk October momin^^ the sporteman'a 
gun and whistle reechoing from the hill sides ; where 
here and there appeared the dogs careering along 
over green tumip-fi^ds or across amber stubble. The 
Little Northwold trees, in dark, sober tinta of brown 
and purple, hung over the grey waU, tinted by hoary 
lichen; and as Louis entered the OrmerBfield field 
paths, and plunged into his own Ferny dell, the long 
grass and bmckens hung over the path, weighed down 
with silvery dew, and ^e large cavernous web of the 
autumnal spider was all one thick flake of wet. 

If he could not enter the ravine without thankful- 
ness for his past escape, neither could he forget grati- 
tude to her who had come to bis relief from, hopeless 
^ony ! He quickened his pace, in the earnest longing 
for tidings, which had seized him, even to heart sick- 
ness. 

It was the reaction of the ardour and excitement 
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that had ho long posseeaed him. The viototy had been, 
gained — ^he had been obliged to leave James to work 
m hia own caxiBb, and would be no longer wanted in 
the same manner by bis cousin. The sense of loneli- 
ness, and of the want of an object, came Btrongly upon 
him as he walked throngh the prim old solitary 
garden, and looked up at the dreary windows of the 
house, almost reluctant to enter, as long as it was 
without Mary's own serene atmosphere of sympathy 
and good seuse, her precious offices of love, her clear 
steady eyes, even in babyhood his trustworthy conn- 
Was it a delnsion of fancy, acting on reflections in 
the glass, that, aa he mounts the steps from the lawn, 
depicted Mary's figure through the dining-room win- 
dows J Nay, the table was really laid for breakfast — 
a female figure was actually standing over the tea- 
cheat 

'A scene from the Vicar of WakejUitd deluding 
me,' decided Louis, adyancing to the third window, 
which was open. 

It was M^y Fonsonby. 

'MaiyT 

'You here % — They said yoa were not at home !' 

'Myfetherl— Where]' 

'He is not oofhe down. He is aa well as possible. 
We came at eleven last night. I found I was not 
wanted,' added Alary, with a degree of agitation, that 
made him conclude that she had lost her &theF. 

One step he made to find the Earl, but too much 
exdted to move away or to stand still, he came towards 
her, wrung her hand in a more real way than in his 
fiMt bewildered surprise, and exclaimed in transport, 
'0 Mary! Mary! to have you back again !' then, re- 
membering his inference, added, low and gravely, 
* It mokes me selfish — I was not thinking of your grie£' 

'Merer mind,' said Mary, smiling, tiough her eyes 
overflowed, 'I must be glad to be at home again, and 
such a welcome as this — * 
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'O Mary, Maryl' he cried, nearly beeide bimself, 'I 
have not known what to do without yon I Ton ■will 
believe it now, wont you 1 — oh, wont yon )' 

Mary would have been a wonderful penion had she 
not instantly and utterly forgotten all her ooncluaions 
from Fi'amptoD's having declared him gone to Beau- 
chafitel for an unlimited time ; but all she did was to 
turn away her orirason tearful face, and reply, 'Your 
&ther would not wish it now.' 

'Then the epeculations have £uled) So much the 
better!' 

'No, no! he must tell you — ' 

She was trying to withdraw her hand, when Lord 
Ormersfield opened the door, and in the moment of his 
Amazed ' IjouiH !' Mary had fled. 

'What is it t oh ! what is it, &therf cried Louis for 
all greeting ; 'why can she say you would not wish it 

'Wish iti wish what? asked the Earl, without the 
intuitive perception of the meaning of the pronoun. 

'What you have always wished — Maty and me— 
What is the only happiness that life can offer me I* 

'If I wished it a year i^, I could only wish it the 
more now,' said the EarL ' But how is this ) — I fully 
believed you committed to Miss Conway.' 

' Miss Conway I Misa Conway !' burst out Louis, in a 
frenzy. ' Because Jem Frost was in love with her him- 
self he fancied every one else must be the same, and 
now he will be married to her before Christmas, so 
that't disposed of As to my feeling for her a particle, 
a shred of what I do for Mary, it was a mere fiction — 
a romance, an impossibility.' 

' I do not understand you, Louis. Why did you not 
£iid this out before T 

' Mrs. Fonsonby called it my duty to teat my feelings, 
and I have tested them. That one is a beautiful poet's 
dream. Mary is a woman, the only woman I can ever 
love. Not an hour but I have felt it j and now, 
fether, what does she mean V 
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' 8te means, poor girl, what only her own scrnpuloiia 
delicacy could regard aa an objeat^on, but vrhat renders 
me BtiU more desirous to have & light to protect her. 
The cause of our return — ' 

' How t I thought her father waa dead.' 

' Far worse. At ValparaJBo we met Bobson, the 
confidential t^ent. I learnt from him that Mr. Pon- 
BOnby had hardly waited for her mother's death to 
marry a Limenian, a person whom everything pointed 
out aa unfit to associate with his daughter. Even Rob- 
Boo, cautious as he was, said he oou1d not undertake to 
recommend Miss Fonsonby to continue her journey.' 

' And this was all V exclcumed Louis, too intent on 
his own viewB for anything but relief 

' All 1 Is it not enough to set her free f She ao- 
quiesced in my judgment that she could do no other- 
wise than return. She wrote to her father, and I sent 
three lines to inform him that, under the circumstances, 
I fulfilled my promise to her mother by taking her 
home. I had nearly made her promise that, should we 
find you about to form an establishment of your own, 
the would consider herself ae my child ; but — ' 

' Oh, fiither ! how shall we make her believe you care 
nothing for her scmple) The wretched mam t But — 
oh 1 where is she V 

' It does not amount to a scruple in her case,' de- 
liberately resumed the Eail. 'I always knew what 
Fonsonby was, and nothing from him could surprise 
me — even Bxitsk an outrage on feeling and decency. 
Besides, he has effectually shut himself out of society, 
and degraded himself beyond the power of interfering 
with you. For the rest, Mary is already, in feeling, so 
entirely my child, that to have the right to call her so 
has always been my fondest wish. And, Louis, the 
months 1 have spent with her have not diminished my 
r^ard. My Mary 1 she will have a happier lot than 
her mother I' 

The end of the speech rewarded Louis for the oon- 
fljot by which he hod kept himself stdll to listen to the 

VOL.U. Q 
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beginning. Lord Ormersfield had pity on him, and 
went in aearch of Mary; while he, remembering former 
passages, felt that his &ther might be leaa startling and 
more persuasive, but began to understand what James 
must have suffered in committing hia atfeira to another. 

The Earl found Mary in what had been her mother's 
sitting-room, striving to brace her resolution by recall- 
ing the conversation that had taken place there on a 
like occasion. But alas ! how muck more the heart 
had now to say ! How much it felt as if the only 
shelter or rest in the desolate world was in the light of 
the blue eyes whose tender sunshine had been on her 
for one instant ! 

Yet she began fimJy — ' If yon please, wonld yon be 
so kind as to let me go to Aunt Melicenti' 

' By-and-by, my dear, when you think fit,' 

' Oh, then,at once, and without seeing any one, please !' 

' Nay, Mary,' with redoubled gentleness, ' there is 
one who cannot let yon go without seeing him, Mary, 
you will not disappoint my poor boy again. Yon will 
let him be an amendment in my scheme.' 

' Yon have been always most kind to me, but yon 
cannot really lite this.' 

' You forget that it haa been my most ardent wish 
from the moment I saw you what only your mother's 
ohild could be.' 

' That was before — No, I ought not ! Yours is not 
a iamily to bring disgrace into.' 

* I cannot allow you to speak thus. I knew your 
trials at home when first I wished you to be my son's 
wife, and my opinion is unchanged, except by my in- 
creased wish to iiave the first claim to you.' 

' Lord Ormersfi.eld,' said Mary, collecting herself, 
' only one thing. Tell me, aa if we were indifferent 
persons, is this a connexion such as would do Ijouia any 
harmi I trust you to answer.' 

He paced along the room, and she tried to control 
her trembling. He came back and spoke : ' No, Mary. 
If he were a stranger, I should give the same advice. 
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Your father's own family is unexceptionable; and tbose 
kind of things, so far off — few will ever hear of them, 
and no one will attach consequenoe to them. If that 
be your only scruple, it does you infinite credit ; but I 
can entirely remove it. What might be an injury to 
you, single, would be ofcomparatively little importance 
to him.' 

' Miss Conway,' Mteted Mary, who could never 
remember her, when in Louis's presence. 

' A mere delusion of our own. There was nothing 
in it. He calls yoa the only woman who can make 
him happy, aa I always knew you were. Bte must 
explain all. You will come to him, my dear child.' 

Mary resisted no more ; he led her down stairs, and 
left her within the dining-room door. 

' Mary, you will now — ' was all Louis said ; but 
she let him diaw her into hia arms, and she rested 
against his breast, as when he had come to comfort 
her in the great thunderstorm in auld lang-syne. She 
felt herself come at length to the shelter and repose 
for which her heart had so long yearned, in spite of 
her efforte, and as if the world had nothing more to 
offer of peace or joy. 

' Oh, Mary, how I have wanted you ! Yon believe 

* I am sure mamma would 1' murmured Mary. 

He could have poured forth a torrent of affection, 
but the suspicion of a footstep msde her start &om 
him; and the next moment she was herself, glowing. 
Indeed, and half crying with happiness, but alarmed 
at her own agitation, and struggling to resume her 
common-place manner. 

' There's your fether not had a morsel of breakfast !' 
ehe exclaimed, hurrying back to her t^cups, whose 
ringing betrayed her trembling hand. 'Callhim, Louie," 

'Must I go!' said Louis, coming to assist in a 
manner that threatened deluge and destruction. 

' Oh yes, go ! I shall be able to speak to you when 
you come back.' 

oS 
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He had only to go into the vemndali. His lather 
■was watching at the library window, and they wrnng 
each other's hand in gladnesn beyond utterance. 

Mary had a&ted herself in the aoltd stately chair, 
with the whole entrencbment of tea equipage before 
her. They knew it signified that she was to be 
unmolested ; they took their places, and the Earl 
carved ham, and Louis cut bread, and Mary potu%d 
out teat in the most matter-of-fact manner, hazarding 
nothing beyond such questions aa, 'May I give you 

Then curiosity began to revive: Louis ventured, 
'Where did you landl' and his father made answer, 'At 
Liverpool, yesterday,' and how the Custom-house had 
detained them, and ho had, therefore, brought Mary 
straight home, instead of stopping with her at Noilh- 
wold, at eleven o'clock, to disturb Mrs. Frost. 

' You would have found ns up,' said Louia. 

' You were sleeping at the Terrace T 

'Yes, I walked here this morning.' 

'Then your ankle must be pret^ well,' waa Mary's 
first contributioa to the conversation. 

' Quite well for all useful purposes,' said Louis, 
availing himself of the implied permission to tm-n 
towards her. 

' But, Louis,' suddenly exclaimed the Earl, 'did you 
not tell me something extraordinary about James 
Frost? "Whom did you say he was going to marry)' 

' Isabel Conway.' 

Kever was his love of electrifying more fully grati- 
fied I Lord Ormersfield was surprised into an emphatic 
interjection, and inquiry whether they were all gone 

'Not tha* I am aware o^' said Louis. 'Perhape 
you have not heard that Mr. Lest«r is going to retire, 
and Jem has the school 1' 

'.Thfai, it must be Caloott and the trustees who are 
out of their sense*.' 

'Do you not consider it an excellent appointmenti' 
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affair, when he might be doing better; and the choice 
is the last thing I should have expected from Colcott.* 

' He opposed it. He wanted to bring in a very 

ordinary style of person fi-om School, but Jem's 

superiority and the general ttsteem for my aunt carried 
the day.' 

' What did Kamsbotham and his set dof 

'They were better than could have been hoped; 
they gave ub their votes when they found their man 
could not get in.' 

' Ha) As long as that fellow ia against Caloott, he 
cares little whom he supports. I am sorry that Cal- 
cott should be defeated, even for James's sake. How 
did Bichardsou votel' 

' He was doubtful at first, but I brought bim over.' 

Lord Ormerafield gave a quick, aearohing glance as 
he said, ' James Frost did not make use of oar interesi: 
in this matter.' 

' Jem never did. He and m.y aunt held back, and 
were unwilling to oppose the Squire. They would 
have given it up, but for me. Father, I never supposed 
you could be averse to my doing my utmost for Jem, 
when all his prospects were at stake.' 

' I should have imagined that James was too well 
aware of my sentiments to allow it.' 

What a doud on the happy morning I 

Louis eagerly exclaimed : ' James is the last person 
to be blamed 1 He and my aunt were always trying 
to stop me, but I would not listen to their scruples. 
I knew hia happiness depended on his success, and I 
worked for blm in spite of himself If I did wrong, 
I can only be very sorry ; but I cannot readily believe 
that I transgressed by setting the question before 
people in a right light. Only, whose fault soever it 
was, it was not Jem's.' 

Lord Ormerafield had not the heart to see one error 
in his son on such a day aa this, more especially as 
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Mary peeped out behind tbe nm to judge of his 
countenance, and he met her pleading ejea, swimming 
io tears. 

'Ko, T find no fault,' he kindly said. 'Young, 
ardent Bpirita may be excused for outrunning the 
bounds Uiat their elders might impose. But you 
have not removed my amazement. James intending 
to many on the grammar-school! — it cannot be worth 
300^. a year.' 

' Isabel is satisfied. She never desired anything 
but a quiet, simple, useful life.' 

' Your Aunt Catharine delighted, of coursel No 
doubt of that; but what has come to Lady Conway)' 

' She cannot help it, and makes the best of it. She 
gave us very little trouble,' 

'Ah! her own daughter is growing up,' said the 
Eari, significantly. 

'Isabel is very fond of Northwold,' said Mary, 
feeling that Louis was wanting her sympathy. ' She 
used to wish she could settle there — with how little 
consciousness!' 

' If I had to jndge in such a case,' said Lord OrmerS' 
field, thoughtfully, ' I should hesitate to risk a woman's 
bappinesa with a temper such as that of James Frost.' 

' Oh, fetherl' cried Louis, indignantly, 

' I suspect,' said Lord Ormersfield, smiling, ' that of 
late years, James's temper has been more often dis- 
played towards me than towards you,' 

' A certain proof how safe his wife will be,' returned 
Louis. 

His father shook his head, and looking from one to 
the other of the young people, congratulated himself 
that here, at leas^ there were no perils of that descrip- 
tion. He asked how long the attachment had exist^. 

' From the moment of first sight,' said Louis; 'the 
fine spark was lighted on the Euston Square plat- 
form ; and it was not much later with her. He filled 
up her beoM ideal of goodness — ' 
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'And, in effect^ all I^y Conway's pnrauit of you 
threw them together,' said Lord Ormersfield, much 
entertuued. 

' Lady Coaway has beea their Tery beat friend, 
without intending it. It would not have come to a 
crisis by this time, if she had not taken me to Paris. 
It would have been a pity if the catastrophe of the 
barricades had been all for nothing.' 

Lord Ormersfield and Mary here broke out in 
amazement at themselves, for having hitherto been 
oblivious of the intelligence that had greeted them on 
their first arrival, when Frampton had informed them 
of Lord Fitgocelyn's wound and gallant conduct, and 
his father had listened to the story like the fastening of 
a rivet in Miss Conway's chains, and Mary with a 
flush of unselfish pride that Isabel had been taught to 
value her hero. They both claimed the true and 
detailed account, as if they had hitherto been de&auded 
of it, and insisted on hearing what had happened to 

' I dare say you know best,' said Louis, lazily. ' I 
have heard so many different accounts of late, that T 
really am beginning to forget which is the right one, 
and rather incline t« the belief that Delaford brought 
a rescue or two with his revolver, and carried us into 
a fcfftresa where my aunt had Boouxed the windows 
with feather-beds — ' 

' You had better make haate and tell, that the true 
edition may be preserved,' said Mary, rallying her 
spirits in her eagerness, 

' I have begun to understand why there never yet 
has been an authentic account of a great battle,' said 
Louifl. ' Life would make me coincide with Sir Robert 
WaJpole's judgment on history. All I am clear about 
is, that even a Bed Republican is less red than he is 
painted ; that Isabel Conway is fit to visit the sentinels 
in a beleaguered castle — a noble being — But oh, Mary ! 
did I not long sorely after you when it come to the 
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wounded knight pai-t of the afifdr ! I am more sure 
of that than of an^thiaig else I' 

Mary blushed, but her tender lieart waa chiefly 
caring to know how much he had been hurt, and bo the 
whole stoTj was unfolded by due questioning; and the 
Earl had full and secret enjoyment of the signal defeat 
of his dear sister-in-law, the one Batisfaction on vhioh 
every one seemed agreed. 

It was a melancholy certainty that Mary must go to 
Mrs. Frost, but the Earl deferi«d the moment by 
sending the carrii^ with an entreaty that she would 
come hersdf to fetch her gueBt. Mary talked of 
writing a note; but the autumn sun shone cheerily on 
the steps, and I/>uiB wiled her into seating herwlf on 
the upper step, while he reclined on the lower ones, aa 
they had so often been placed when this was his only 
way of enjoying the air. Ihe sky was clear, the air 
had the still calm of autumn ; the evergreens and the 
yellow-fringed elms did not stir a leaf — oaij a large 
heavy yellow plane leaf now and then detached itself 
by its own weight and silently floated downwards. 
Mary sat, witliout wishing to utter a word to disturb 
the unwonted tranquillity, the rest so precious after her 
months of sea-voyage, her journey, her agitations. 
But Louis wanted her seal of approval to all his past 
doings, and soon b^»n on their inner and deeper 
atory, ending with, 'Tell me whether you think I was 
right, my own dear governess — ' 

' Oh no, you must never call me that any more.' 

'It is a name belonging to my happiest days.' 

'It was only in play. It reverses the order of 
things. I must look up to yon.' 

' If you can 1' said Louis, playfully, slip{Hng down to 
a lower st«p. 

A tear burst out as Mary said, ' Mamma said it ' 
must never he that way.' Then recovering, she 
added, ' I b^ your pardon, Louis ; I was treating it as 
earnest. I think I am not quite myself to-day; I will 
go to my roomT 
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' No, no, don't,' he said ; ' I will not harass you with 
my gladness, dearest.' He stepped in-doors, brought 
out a book, and when Mrs. Frost amved to congratu- 
late and be congratulated, she found Mary still on the 
sLep, gazing on without seeing the trees and flowers, 
listening without attending to the rich, soothing flow of 
Lope de Vega's beautiful devotional sonnets, in majestic 
Spanish, in Louis's low, sweet voiea 
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CHAPTER IIL 



Therefore thine aye through roint of mimy dayi 
Shinea bright ; and be&uty, like > lingering nwe. 

Sits on thy cheek, and in tb; laughter plajB j 
While wintry frosta have fallen on thy foes, 

And, like a vaJe that breatheB the weateni sky, 

Thy heart is green, though Bummer is gone by. 

F, Tbnkisos, 

HAFFY Aunt Kitty! — tbe centre, the confidante 
of so mncli love 1 Perhaps her enjoyment was 
the most keen and pure of all, because the most free 
from self — the most devoid of those cares for the 
morrow^, vhich, after besetting middle life, often so 
desert old age as to render it as free and fresh as child' 
hood. She had known the worst : she bad been borne 
through by heart-whole faith and love; she had seen 
how often frettings for the future were vain, and expe- 
rienced that anticipation is worse than reality. Where 
there was true affection and sound trust, she could not, 
■would not, and did not fear for those she loved. 

James went backwards and forwards in stormy 
happiness. He had come to a comfortable understand- 
ing with old Mr. Mansell, who had treated him with 
respect and cordiality from the first, giving him to 
understand that Isahel'B further expectations only 
amounted to a legacy of a couple of thousands on his 
own death, and that meantime he had little or no 
hope of helping him in his profession. He spoke of 
Isabel's expensive habits, and the danger of ber£nding 
it difficult to adapt herself to a small income; and 
though, of course, he might as well have talked to the 
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wind as to either of tte lovers, his remonstrance was 
so evidently consciestioua as not to be in the least 
ofFensive, and Mr. Frost Dynevor was graciously 
pleased to accept him as a worthy relation. 

All was smooth likewise with Lady Conway. She 
and Mr. Mansell outwardly appeared utterly uncon- 
scious of each other's procee^ngs, remained ou the 
moat civil terms, and committed their comments and 
explanations to Mrs. Mansell, who administered them 
according to her own goodnatured, gossiping humour, 
and aided with whichever was speaking to her. There 
was in Lady Conway much kindness and good-humour, 
always ready to find satisfaction in what was in- 
evitable, and willing to see all at ease and happy around 
her — a quality which she shared with Louis, and which 
rendered her as warm and even caressing to ' our dear 
James' an if he had been the most welcome suitor in 
the world; and she often sincerely congratulated her- 
self on the acquisition of a sensible gentleman to con- 
sult on business, and so excellent a brother for Walter. 
It was not falsehood, it was real amiability ; and it was 
an infinite comfort in the courtship, especially the 
courtship of a Pendragon. As to the two young sisters, 
their ecstasy was beyond description, only alloyed by 
the grief of losing Isabel, and this greatly mitigat-ed by 
schemes of visits to Northwold. 

The marriage was fixed for the end of November, so 
as to give time for a little tranquillity before the com- 
mencement of James's new duties. As soon as this 
intelligence arrived, Mrs. Frost removed herself, Mary, 
and her goods into the House Beautiful, that Ko. 5 
m^ht undergo the renovations which, poor thing ! had 
berai planned twenty years since, when poor Henry's 
increasing &mily and growing difficulties had decided 
her that she could 'do without them' one year more. 

* Even should MiaS Conway not like to keep house 
with the old woman,' said she, 1^ way of persuading 
Iierself she had no such expectation, 'it was her duty 
to keep the place in. repair.' 
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That qaestioD was soon at rest : Isabel would be but 
too happy to be allowed to share her home, and truly 
James would hardly have attached himself to ^womaii 
who could not regard it as a privilege to be with the 
noble old lady. Clara was likewise to be taken home; 
Isabel undertook to complete her education, and school 
aud tuition were both ta be removed from the contem- 
plation of the happy girl, whose letters had beoome an. 
unintelligible rhapsody of joy and affectiou. 

Isabel had three thousand pounds of her own, which, 
with that valuable freehold, Dynevor Terrace, James, 
resolved should be settled on herself speaking of it 
with such solemn importance as to provoke the 
gravity of those accustomed to deal with larger suni& 
With the interest of her fortiine he meant to insure 
his life, that, as he told Louis, with gratified prudence, 
there might be no repetition of his own case, and luB 
£unily might never be a burden on any one. 

The income of the school, with their former well- 
husbanded means, was affluenoe for the style to which 
he aspired ; aud his grandmother, though her tnenua 
ptaiairs had once doubled her present revenue, regarded 
it as the same magnificent advance, and was r^dy to 
launch into the extravagance of an additional servant, 
and of fitting up the long-disused drawing-room, and 
the dining-parlour, hitherto called the school-room, 
and kicked and backed by thirl^ years of boys. She 
and Clara would betake thems^ves to their present 
little sitting-room, and make the drawing-room plea- 
sant and beautiful for the bride. 

And in what a world of upholstery did not tJie dear 
old lady spend tiie autumn months! How surpass- 
ingly happy was Jane, and how communicative about 
Ckeveleigh ] and how pleased and delighted in little 
Charlotte's promotion 1 

And Charlotte] She ought to have been happy, 
with her higher wages and emancipation &om the 
more unpleasant work, with the expectation of one 
whom she admired so enthuoisatioaUy as Miss Conway, 
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and, above all, with the long, open-hearted, afiectionate 
letter, which Miss Ponsonby had put into her hand 
with so kind a smile. Somehow, it made her do no- 
thing bnt cry; she felt unwilling to sit down and 
answer it ; and, as if it were out of perversenesa, when 
she was in Mrs. Miirtha's very house, and when there 
was so much to be done, she took the most violent fit 
of hovei-readiog that had ever been known ; and when 
engaged in working or cleMiing alone, chanted dismal 
ballads of the type of ' Alonzo the brave and the feir 
Imogene,' till Mrs. Martha declared that she was just 
as bad as an old dombledore, and not worth half bo 
much- 
One day, however, MiBS Ponsonby called her into 
her room, to tell her diat a parcel was going to Lima, 
in case she wished to send anyUiing by it. Miss pon- 
sonby spoke BO kindly, and yet bo delicately, and Char- 
lotte blushed and faltered, and felt that she musl write 

' I have been wishing to tell you, Charlotte,' added 
Mary, kindly, 'how much we like Mr. Madison. 
There were some very undesirable people among the 
passengers, who might easily have led him astray; but 
the captain and mate both spoke to Lord Ormersfield in 
the highest terms of his behaTiour. He never misaed 
attending prayers on the Sundays; and, from all I 
oould see, I do fully believe that he is a sincerely 
good, reHgioua man; and, if he keeps on as he has 
begun, I think you are very happy in belonging to 

Charlotte only curtsied and thanked; but it was 
■wonderful how those kind, sympathizing words blew 
off at once the whole mists of nonsense and fancy. 
Tom was the sound, good, religious man to whom her 
heart and her troth were given; the other wm no 
such thing, a mere flatterer, and she had known it all 
along. She would never think of him i^ain, and she 
was sure he would not think of her. Truth had dis- 
pelled all the fancied sense of hypocrisy and double- 



DTNEVOK TEEEACB. 



again, at least for the present. 

Poor Mary ! she might speak cheorfiilly, but her 
despatches were made up with a trembling heart. 
Louis and Maiy missed the security and felicitj tliat 
Beemed so perfect with James and laabeL In the first 
place, nothing could be fixed without further letters, 
although the Earl had tried to perauade Mary that her 
fother had virtually forfeited all claim to her obedience, 
and that she ought to proceed as if in fact an orphan, 
and secure herself from being harassed by him, by 
hastening her marriage. Of this she would not hear, 
and she was exceedingly grateful to Louis for abstaining 
from pressing her, aa well as for writing to Mr. Ponsonby 
in terms against which no exception could be taken. 

Till secure of his consent, she would not consider her 
engagement as more than conditional, nor consent to 
its being mentioned to any one. If Isabel knew it, 
that was James's feult. Even the FaithfnU sisters were 
kept in ignorance ; and she trusted thus to diminish the 
■wrong that she felt her secresy to be doing to Aunt 
Melicent, who was so much vexed and annoyed at 
her return, that she dreaded exceedingly the effect of 
the knowledge of her engagement. Miss Ponsonby 
was convinced that the news had been exaggerated, 
and insisted that but for Lord Ormersfield's dislike, it 
. would have been further sifted ; and she wrote to 
Mary to urge her coming to her to await the full 
tidings, instead of delaying among her father's avowed 
enemies. 

Mary settled this point by mentioning her promiss 
to Mrs. Frost to remain with her until her grand- 
children should be with her; and Miss Ponsonby 'a 
correspondence ceased after a dry, though still kind 
letter, which did not make Mary more wOling to 
bestow her confidence, but left her feeling in her 
honest heart as if she were dealing insincerely by 
^unt Melicent. 
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The discretion and reserve rendered requisite by the 
concealment were such as to be very tormenting even 
to BO gentle a temper as that of Louis, since they took 
from him all the privileges openly granted to the 
cousin, and scarcely left him those of the friend. She, 
on whose arm tie had leant all last Bummer, would not 
now walk with him without an escort, and, even with 
Urs. FroBt beside her, shrank from Ormersfield like 
forbidden ground, Her lively, frank tone of playful 
command had passed away; nay, she almost shrank 
{rota his confidence, withheld her counsel, and dis- 
couraged his constant visits. He could not win from 
her one of her broad, fearless comments on hia past 
doings; and in his present business, the taking pos' 
session of Inglewood, the choice of stock, and the 
appointment of a baili^ though she listened and 
sympathized, and answered queetions, she volunteered 
no opinions, she expressed no wishes, she would not 
oome to see. 

Poor Louis was often mortified into doubts of his 
own ability to interest or make her happy ; but he waa 
very patient. If disappointed one day, he was 
equally ea^r the next ; he submitted obediently to her 
restrictions, -and waa remorseful when he forgot or 
transgressed ; and they had real, soothing, comforting 
talks just often enough to be tantalizing, and yet to 
convince him that all the other unsatis&ctory meetings 
and partings were either his own fa-vlt, or that of 
some untoward oircumstanca 

He saw, as did the rest, that Mary's spirits had 
received a shock not easily to be recovered. The loss 
of her mother waa weighing on her more painfully 
than in the first excitement ; and the step her &ther 
bod taken, insulting her mother, degrading himself, 
and rending away her veil of filial honour, had 
exceedingly overwhelmed and depressed her; while 
Borrow hong upon her with the greater permanence 
and oppression from her strong self-control, and dis- 
like to manifestation. 
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All this be 'well underatood; and, reverent to Iier 
feeling, lie laid aside all tiiflirig, and "waited oa ber 
mood with the tenderest w^tchfuIceBa. When alifl 
could bear it, they would dwell together on tbe pre- 
cious recollections of her mother; and sometimee she 
could even apeak of her father, and relate inatancea of 
hia affection for herself, and all his other redeeming 
traits of character; most tbank^l to Louis for acoept- 
ing bim on ber word, and never uttering one word of 
him which she could wish unsaid. 

What Louis did not see, was that tbe very foroe of 
ber own affection was what alarmed Mary, and caused 
ber reserve. To a mind used to balance and regulation, 
any sensation so mighty and engrossing appeared 
wrong; and repressed as her attachment had been, it 
was the more absorbing now that he was all that waa 
left to ber. Admiration, honour, gratitude, old childish 
aSection, aud caresung etder-sisterly protection, all 
flowed in one deep, strong current; but the very depth 
made her diffident. She conld im^ne tbe whole 
reciprocated, and she feared to be importunate. If tba 
day waa no better than a weary turmoil, save when bis 
voice was in her ear, his eyes wistftilly bent on ber; 
the more carefully did she restrain all expression of 
hope of seeing him to-morrow, lest she should be 
exacting and detain him from projects of bis own. If 
it was pride and delight to her to watch his gracehil, 
agile figure spring on horseback, she would keep her- 
self from the window, lest be should feel oppressed by 
her pursuing him; and when she found her advioe 
sought after as his law, she did not ventare to proffer 
it. She was uncomfortable in finding the rule com- 
mitted to her, and all the more because Lord Ormers- 
field, who bad learnt to talk to her so openly that she 
Bometimes thought be confounded ber with ber 
mother, used in all his schemes to appear to take it for 
granted that she should share with him in the ma- 
naging, consulting headship of tbe house, leaving LouiB 
as something to be cared for aud petted like a child, 
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without a voice in their deciBionB. These oonvorsa^ 
tiona uBed to make her almost jealous on Louis's 
account, and painfiilly recall some of her mother's 
apprehensions. 

That was the real secret source of all her discomfort 
— namely, the misgiving lest she had been too ready 
to follow the dictates of her own heaA. Would her 
mother hare been satisfied) Had not her fondness 
and ber desolation prevailed, where, for Louis's own 
sake, she should have held back) Every time she felt- 
herself the elder in heart, every time she feared to 
have disappointed him, every time she saw that hie 
liveliness was repressed by her moumfulness, she 
feared that she was lettii^ him sacrifice himself And 
still more did she question her conduct towards her 
lather. She had only gradually become aware of the 
extent of the mutual aversion between him and the Earl; 
and Miss Foosonby's reproaohea awakened her to the 
fear that she had too lightly given credence to hostile 
evidence. Her affection would fain have justified himj 
and, fo^^ting the difficulties of personal investigation 
in such a case, she blamed herself for having omitted 
heraelf to question the confidential clerk, and having 
left all to Lord Ormerafield, who, cool and wary as he 
ordinarily was, would be less likely to palliate Mr. 
Fonsonby's errors than those of any other person. Her 
heart grew sick as she counted the weeks ere she could 
hear from Lima. 

Kone of her troubles were allowed to interfere with 
Mrs. Frost's peace. Outwardly, she was cheerful and 
helpful ; equable, though less lively. Those carpets 
and curtains, tahlai and chairs, which were the gnnd 
topics at the House Beautifid, were neither neglected 
nor treated with resigned impatience. Mary's taste, 
oounsel, and needle did good service; her hearty 
interest and oousideration were given to the often- 
turned volume of designs for bedsteads, bo&b, and 
window-curt^ns ; and Miss Mercy herself had hardly 
■o many reaourcea for making old furniture new. Many 
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of her happiest half-hours with Louis were spent as 
she sewed the stiff slippery chintz, and he held the 
curtain rings, while Aunt Catharine went to inspect 
the workmen; and many a time were her carea for- 
gotten, and her active spirits resumed, while Louis 
acted carpenter under her directions, and recti£.ed 
errors of the workmen. It might not be poetical, but 
the French sky-blue paper, covered with silvery 
fem-Ieaves, that Louis took such pains to procure, 
and the china door-handles that he brought over in 
his pockets, and the great map which Mary pasted 
over the obstinate spot of damp in the vestibule, 
'were the ocoaaions of the greatest blitheneas and 
merriment that they shared together. Much did 
they enjoy the prediction that Jamea would Dot know 
his own house ; greatly did they delight in sowing 
aurprisee, and in, obtaining Aunt Catharine's never- 
failing start of well-pleased astonishment. Each wed- 
ding present was an event ; — Mr. Mansell's piano, 
which disconcerted all previous designs; Lord Ormers- 
'field's handsome plate ; and many a minor gift from 
old scholars, delighted to find an occasion when an 
offering would not be an offence. Even Mr. Calcott 
gave a valuable inkstand, in which Mrs, Frost and 
liouis beheld something of forgiveness, 

Isabel had expressed a wish that Mary should be 
one of her bridesmaids. A wedding was not the scene 
which poor Mary wished to witness at present; but she 
saw Louis bent on having her with him, and would 
not vex him by reluctance. He had also prevailed on 
his father to be present, though the Earl was much 
afraid of establishing a precedent, and being asked to 
act the part of father on future contingencies. There 
was only one bride, as he told Louis, whom he could 
ever msh to give away. However, that trouble was 
spared him by Mr. MaJiBell ; but still Louis would not 
let him off, on the plea that James's side of the house 
should make as imposing a demonstration as possible. 

Mrs. Frost was less manageable Thouj^h warmly 
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inrited by the Oonways, and fondly entreated by her 
grandsoa, she shook her bead, and said she was past 
thoae things, and that the old mother alwaya stayed at 
home to cook the wedding dinner. She should bear all 
wben Clara came home the next day, aad should be 
ready for the happy pair when they would return for 
Christmas, after a brief stay at Thornton Conway, 
which Isabel wished Jamea to see, that he might share 
in all her old Bssooiatio3ia. 

All the rest of the party journeyed to London on a 
^November day; and, in ^slight and glooqi, they 
deposited Mary at her aunt's house in Bryanston 
Square. 

Gaslight was the staple of Hymen's torch the next 
morning. London was under one of the fogs, of which it 
is popularly said you may cut them with a knife. The 
church was in dim twilight ; the bride and bridegroom 
loomed through the haze, and the indistinctness made 
Clara's fine tall figure appear quite majestic above the 
heads of the other bridesmaids. 

The breakfest was by lamp-light, and the mist looked 
Inrid and grim over the whit-e cake, and no one talked 
of anything but the comparative density of fogs; and 
Mr. Mansell's asthma had come on, and his speech was 
devolved upon Lord Ormersfield, to whom Louis had 
imprudently promised exemptiosi. 

What was worse, Lady Conway had paired them ofi" 
in the ordo- of precedence ; and Louis was a victim to 
two dowagers, between whom he could neither see nor 
speak to Mary. He was the more concerned, because be 
had thought her looking depressed and avoiding hia eye. 

He tried to believe this cantion, but he thought she 
-was also eluding his &ther, and her whole air gave 
him a vague uneasiness. The whole party were to 
dine with Lady Conway ; and, trusting in the meantime 
to discover what was on her spirits, he tried to resign 
himself to the order of the day, without a farther 
glimpse of her. 

When the married pair took leave, Walter gave hia 
» 2 o 
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niater a great Hug, but had no perception of his office 
of handing her downstairs ; and it y/ai Fitzjooeljn who 
gave her his arm, and put her into the carriage, with 
an aogiuy that the weather would be beautiful when 
once 'Utey had left the fog in London. 

She Bioiled dreamily, and repeated, 'beautifol,' as 
though all were so beautiful aJready to her that aha 
did not so much as perceive the fog. 

James pressed hia hand, saying, ' I am glad you are 
to be the one to be happy next.' 

'You do not look so,' said Clara, earnestly. 

The two sistecs had come partly downstairs, but 
their London habits had restrained them from follow- 
ing to the street-door, aa Clara had done; and now 
they had rushed up again, while Clara, with one foot 
on the staircaae, looked in her cousin's face, as he tried 
to smile in answer, and repeated, ' Louis, I hoped you 
were quite happy.' 

' I am,' said Louis, quickly. 

' Then why do you look so grave and uneasy 1* 

'Louis!' said an entreating voice above, aad there 
stood Mary — ' Pray say nothing, but call a cab for me, 
please. No, I am not ill — ^indeed, I am not — but I 
oannot stay I' 

' Tou look ill ! It has been too much for you I 
Clara, take her — let her lie down qtiietiy,* cried Louis, 
springing to her side. 

'Oh no, thank you — ^no,' said Mary, decidedly, 
'Uiough very low ; ' I told Iiady Conway that I could 
sot stay. I settled it with Aunt Melicent.* 

' That aunt of yours — ' 

' Hush I No, it is for my own sake — my own doing. 
I cannot bear it any longer 1 Please let me go 1' 

' Then I will take you. I saw the brougham wait- 
ing. We will go quietly together.' 

' No, that must not be.' 

'I was thoughtless in urging you to come. The tur- 
moil has been too much. My poor Mary I That is 
what comes of doing what I like instead of what you 
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Hke. Why don't you always have yonr own way* 
Let me oome ; nay, if you will not, at least let Cliu:« 
go with you, and come back.' 

Mary roused herself at last to speak, as she moved 
downfltttire — ' You need not think of me ; there ia no- 
bbing the matter with me. I promi.<3ed Aunt Melicent 
to come home. She is very kind — it ia not that.' 

'You must not tell me not to think I shall come 
to inquire. I shall be with you the first thing to- 
morrow.' 

' Yes, you must come to-morrow,' said Mary, in a 
tone he could not interpret, and a tight lingering 
grasp on his hand, as he put her into his lather's 
carriage. 

He stood hesitating for a moment as it drove off; 
then, iiuttead of entering the house, walked off quiokly 
ia the same direction. 

Clara had stood all the time like a statue on the 
stairs, waiting to see if she were wanted, and gazing 
intently, with her fingers clasped. When both were 
gone ^e drew a long breath, and nodded with her 
head, whispering to herself, in a grave and critical 
voice — ' That is love !' 

She did not see Fit^o<^yn again till nearly dinner- 
time ; and, as he caught her anxious interrogating eye, 
he came to her and said, very low, ' I was not let in; 
Miss Ponsonby was engaged. Miss Mary lying down— 
I believe they never told her I was there,' 

* It ia all that aunt — horrid woman!' 

' Don't talk of it now. I urUl see her to-morrow.' 

Clara grieved for him whenever she saw him called 
on to exert himself to talk ; and she even guarded him 
from the sallies of his young cousins. Once, when 
much music and talk was going on, he came and sat 
by her, and made her tell him how fondly and affec- 
tionately she had parted with her schoolfellows ; and 
how some of her old foes had become, as she hoped, 
friends for life; but she saw his eye fixed and absent 
even while she spoke, and she left off suddenly. ' Go 
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on,* he said, ' I like to bear j' and witlt a mamfest effort 
he bent his mind to attend. 

'Ohr thought Clara, as she vent np that night — 
' -why will the days one most expects to be happy turn 
ont BO much otherwise ) However, he will manage to 
tell me all about it when he and his lather take me 
home to-morrow.' 
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CHAPTER IV. 

OUTWAKD BOUND. 

The voice which I did moFe eiteem 
Than muBto in iw,i sweetest key — 

Tliose eyes which unto me did seem 
More comfortable than the daj — • 

Those now bj me, as thej have been, 

Shall never more be heard or seen. 

GSOBQB WlTHiB. 

IS snapenae and impatience, Fitzjocelyn availed the 
end of his father's breakfitst, that he might hasten 
to learn what ailed Mary. The post came in, vexing 
hJTn at first merely as an additional delay, but presently 
a soond of diHsatisfaction attracted his notice to the 
foreign tur of two envelopes which had been forwarded 
&om home. 

' Hem !' said the £arl, gravely, ' I am afndd this 
fellow PoMonby will give us some trouble.' 

'Then Mary had heard fi-om him!' cried Louis. 'She 
was keeping it fi-om me, not to spoil the day. I must 
go to her this moment — ' but pausing again, 'What is 
it) He caimot have had my letter!' 

' No, but he seems to have anticipated it. Puffed 
Tip aa they are about these speculations, he imagines 
me to have brought Mary borne for no purpose but to 
repair our fortunes; and informs me that, in the event 
of your marriage, she will receive not a farthing 
beyond her mother's aettlementa. I am much obliged! 
It is all I ever thought you would receive; and but for 
me, it would have been in the bottom of some mine 
long ago I Ho you wish to see what he saysf 
. Louis caught up the missive. It was the letter of a 
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very angry man, too violent to retain the cold for- 
mality which he tried to assume. ' He waa beholden to 
his lordship for bis solicitude about his daughter. It 
was of a piece with other aasistauce formerly rendered- 
to him in hia domestic arrangements, for which he waa 
equally obliged He waa happy to inform his lordship 
that, in this instance, hb precautions had been uncalled 
for; and referred him to a letter which he would 
receive from Mr. Dynevor by the same mail, for an. 
esplanatioii of the circumstances to which he referred. 
He had been informed, by undoubted authority, 
that Lord Fit^ucelyn had done hia daughter the 
honour of soliciting her hand. It might console his 
lordship to learn that, should the union take place, 
the whole of bis property would be secured tu ilra. 
Ponsonby, and his daughter's sole fortune would be 
that which she inherited by her mother's marriage 
settlementa. Possibly this intelligence might lead to 
a cessation of these Mattering atteotionH.' 

' Mrtt. Fonsonby I he can mention her in the sama 
sentence with Mary's mother i' said the EarL 

Louis turned pale as he read, and scarcely breathed 
as he looked up at his father, dreading that he might 
so resent the studied affronts as to wish to break off 
the connexion, and that he might have him likewisa 
to contend with; but on that score he va& set at rest. 
The Earl replied to his exclamation of angry disutay, 
' It is little more than I looked for. It is not the Btst 
letter I have had from him. I find he has some juat 
cause for ofience. The marriage is less disgraceful 
than I had been led to believe. Here ia Oliver 
Dynevor's testimony.' , 

Oliver Dynevor'a was a suooinct businesB-like letter, 
certifying liis cousin that he had been mistaken in 
his view of the marriage. Dona Eosita do Ouzman 
was an orphan of a very respectable &aiily, who had 
come to spend the year before her intend^ noviciate 
at the house of an uncle. She was very young, and 
Mr. Dynevor believed that tho marriage had been 
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hastened by her relations making her feel herself 
unwelcome, and her ova reluctance to return to her 
conTent, and that she might not be aware how very 
recently Mr. Fonsonby had become a widower. For 
hiB own part, he was little used to ladies' society, and 
could form no judgment of the bride; but be could 
assure Lord Ormerafield that she had been guilty of 
no impropriety; she was visited by everyone; and that 
there was no reason (^^nst Mary Ponsonby associating 

' What oonld the clerk- be thinking off exclaimed 

' My first impression was not taken from the elerk. 
What I heard first, and in the strongest terms, was 
from the captain of a ship at Valparaiso. In fact, it 
was in the mouth of all who had known the family. 
Bobson neither oonfirmed nor contradicted, and gave 
me' the notion of withholding much from regard for 
his employer. He lamented the precipitation, but 
seemed willing to make excuses. He distinctly said, 
he would not take it on himself to recommend Misi 
Ponsonby's continuing her journey. He wan right. 
If I had known all this, I should still have brought 
her home. I most write an apology, as far as her 
character is concerned; but, be that as it may, the 
marriage is atrocious — an insult — a disgrace! He 
could not have waited mx weeks — ' 

' But I must go to MaryT cried Lonis, as thpngh 
reproaching himself for the delay. 'Oh! that she 
should have forced herself to that wedding, and 
bpared mt'C 

' I am coming with you,' said the EarL ' She will 
require my peraonal assurance that all this makes no 



' I am more afraid of the difference it may make to 
her,' said Louis. ' You have never believed how fond 
she is of her father.' 

On arriving, they were uahered into the room where 
MisB Fonsonby was at breakiast, and a cup of tea and 



42 DTSBVOE TBEEACB. 

^tasted roll showed wliere her niece had been. She 
received them with stiff, upright chillness; and to their 
hope that Maiy was not unwell, replied — ' !Not very 
well She had been over-fetigued yesterday, and had 
followed her advice in going to lie down.' 

Looia b^an to imagine a determination to exclude 
him, and was eagerly beginning to say that she had 
asked him to come that m.aming — could she not see 
himl whenthelady continued, with the same severity — 
' Until yesterday, I was not aware how much concern 
. Lord Fitzjocelyn had taken in what related to my 
niece.' 

At that moment, when Louis's face was crimson 
with confusion and impatience, the door was softly 
pushed ajar, and he heard himself called in low, hoarse 
tones. Miss Fonsonby was rising with an air of vexed 
surprise, but he never saw her ; and, hastily crossing 
the room, he shut the door behmd him, and followed 
the form that flitted np the stairs so fast, that he did 
not come up with her till she had entered the drawing- 
room, and stood leaning against a chair to gather 
breath. She was very pale, and her eyes looked as if 
she had cried all night ; but she controlled her voice 
to say, ' I could not bear that you should hear it from 
Aunt Meliceot' 

'We had letters this morning, dearest. Always 
thinking for me I But I must think for you. Tou 
«an hardly stand — ' 

He would have supported her to the sofa, but she 
shrank from him; and, leaning more heavily on the 
chair, said — ' Do you not know, Louis, all that must 
be at an end t' 

' I know no such thing. My fether is here on pur- 
pose to assure you that it mokes not the slightest 
difference to him.' 

'Yours! Yes! But oh, Louis!' with a voice that, 
in its faintness and steadiness, had a sound of anguish — 
'only think what I allowed him to make me ^1 1o 
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insnlt my &ther and his clioicel It was a mistake, I 
know,' ^e continued, fearing to be usjuat and to 
grieve Louis; 'but a moat dreadful onel' 

' He says he should have brought you home ^I the 
same — ' began Louis. ' Mary, you must sit down f 
he cried, interrupting himself to come nearer ; and she 
obeyed, sinking into the chair. ' What a state you 
are in! How could you go through yesterday t How 
could you be distressed, and not let me knowf 

' I could not spoil their wedding-day, that we had 
wished for so long.' 

' Then you had the letter)' 

' In the morning. Oh, that I had examined iar- 
ther I Oh, that I had never come home I' 

' Mary! I cannot hear you say so.' 

' You would have been spar^l all this. "Sou were 
doing very well without me — as you will — ' 

He cried out with deprecating horror. 

' Louis !' she said, imploringly, ' Oh, Lotus ! do not 
make it hajvler for me to do right.' 

'Why — what) I don't understand] Tour father 
has not so much as heard how we stand together. He 
cannot be deming you to give me up.' 

'He — he forbids me to enter on anything of the 
sort with you. I don't know what mcide him think 
it possible, but he does. Aud — ' again Mary waited 
for the power of utterance, ' he orders me to come out 
with Mrs. WUlia, in the Valdivia, and it sails on the 
12th of December!' 

'But Mary, Maiy! you cannot be bound by this. 
It is only fair towards him, towards all of u^ to give 
him time to answer our letters.' 

Mary shook her head. 'The only coaditioii, he 
si^, on which he could allow me to remun, would be 
if I were engt^ed to James Frost.' 

'Too late for that, certainly,' said Louis; and the 
smile was a relief to both. ' At any rate, it shows 
that he can spare you. Only give him time. When 
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te haa my Other's explaoation — and my father ia cer- 
tatn to be so oonoemed at having caut any imputtitioa 
on a lady. His first thonglit was to apologize — ' 

'That ifl not alll I remember now that dear 
mamma always said she did not know whether be 
wonid consent. Oh 1 how weak I was ever to listen — ' 

'No, Mary, that must not be said. It waa my 
preenmptnous, inveterate folly that prevented you 
from truBtiag my affection when she might have 
helped ua.' 

' I dou't know. It would have o&nsed her anxiety 
and distress when she was in no state for them. I 
don't think it did,' said Maiy, considering;. * I don't 
think she ever knew how mach I cared.' 

The admiasion cuuld only do Loois's heart good, 
and he recurred to his arguments that her fattier 
could be persuaded by such a letter as he felt it in 
him to write. 

' You do not know all,' said Mary. ' I oould not 
show you his letter; but, from it and from my aunt, I 
better understand what impressions he has of yon all, 
and how hopeless it is.' 

'Tell me I' 

She oould not help giving herself the relief, when 
that most loving, sympathizing {see was pleading with 
her to let him oomfort her. She knew there was no 
fiery nor rancorous temper to take umbi^e, and it 
waa best for him to know the completeuess of the 
death-blow. 

'Oh, Louis ! he feucies that my dear mother's fondness 
for her own family destroyed his domestic peace. He 
says their pride and narrow notions poisoned — yea, 
that is the word — poisoned her mind against him; and 
that waa the reason he insisted on my being brought 
up here, and kept from you all' 

'But I don't understand why he let you com* 
straight home to us, and live in Dynevor Terrace I* 

' Then he waa really sorty mamma iras so ill ; and 
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— and for all that was past; I am sure he felt it was 
the last portiog, and oidy wished to do anything that 
could make up to her. He freely gave her leave to 
go wherever she pleased, and said not a word against 
Korthwold. It was one of her great comforts that he 
never seemed in the least vexed at anything she had 
done si&ce we 'went home. Besides, my aunt says 
that he and Mr. Bynevor had some plans ahout James 
and me.' 

■He will have that oat of his head. He will ceme 
to reason. Fond of you, and sorry for the past, he 
will listen. No wonder be was in a passion; but joat 
imagine what it would be to heed half Jem frost says 
when he ia well worked up I' 

'Papa ia not like James,' said Mary; 'things go 
deeper with him. He never foists I I shall never 
forgive myself for not having spoken to Bobsonl I 
know his manner, seeming to assent and never com- 
mitting himself, and I ought to have igone through 
auythiuj; rather than have taken such ^n accusation 
for granted.' 

To hinder his pleading against her self-oonviotion, 
she re-opened her letter to prove the cruelty of the 
injustice. Mr. Ponsonby professed to have been nu- 
willing to enter so speedily on the new tie; bat to 
have been compelled, by the species of persecution which 
was exercised on Rosibi, in order to make her return to 
her nunnery. He dwelt on her timid affection and 
simplicity, and her exceeding mortification at the slur 
wbioh Mary had been induced to cast upon her; 
though, he said, her innocent mind could not compre- 
hend the full extent of the injury; since the step his 
daughter had taken would, when known, seriously 
affect the lady's reception into society, in a manner 
only to be repaired by Mary's immediately joining 
them at Lima. He peremptorily indicated the ship 
and the escort — a merchant's wife, well known to her — 
and charged her, on her duty, as the only proof of 
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obedience or affection which ooald remedy the past, to 
allow no influence nor consideration whatever to 
detain her. ' You seel' said Mary. 

' I see r waa the answer, ' Mary, you are right ; 
you must go.' 

The 'words restored her confiding look, and her 
&C8 lost almost all the restleaa wretchedness which 
had BO transformed it. ' Thank you,' she said, with a 
long breath ; ' I knew yon would see it so.' 

' It will be a very pretty new style of wedding tour, 
Andes for Alps ! No, Mary, you need not suspect me 
of trifling nowl I really mean it; and, seriously, our 
going in that way would set this Rosita straight with 
society much more handsomely and effectually. Don't 
doubt my father — I will fetch him.' 

' Stop, liouis ! You forget ! Did I not tell you that 
he expressly warns me e^ainst you t He must have 
heaidof what happened before : he eaya I had pi-udenoe 
once to withstand, and he trusts to my spirit and dis- 
cretion to—' Mary stopped short of the phrase before 
her eyes — to resist the interested solicitations of neces- 
sitous nobility, and the allurements of a beggarly 
coronet. ' Uo,' she concluded ; ' he says that you are 
the last person whom he could think of aUowing me to 
accept.' She hid her face in her hands, and her voice 
died away. 

' Happily that is done,' said Louis, not yet discon- 
certed; ' but if you go, as I own you must, it shall be 
with a letter of mine, explaining aU. You will plead 
for me — I think you will; and when he is satisfied 
that we are no rebels, then the first ship that sails for 
Peru — Say that will do, Mary.' 

' Ko, Louis, I know my &ther.' She roused herself 
and sat upright, speaking resolutely, but Dot daring 
to look at him — ' I made up my miad last night. It 
waa weak and selfish in me to enter into this engage- 
ment^ and it must be broken ofi*. You must be lefl 
free — not bound for years and years.' 

' Oh, Mary 1 Mary 1 this is too much. I deserved 
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distrust by my wretched folly and fickleness last year, 
bat I did not know what you were to me then — my 
most precious one I Can you not trust me ] Do you 
not know how I would wait T 

' You would wait,' said poor Mary, striying with 
choking tears, 'and be sorry you had waited.' 

' Are you talking madness, Mary I I should live for 
the moment to compensate for all.' 

' You would waste your best years, and when the 
time came, you would still be young, and I grown 
into an old careworn woman. You would find you 
bad waited for what was nothing worth !' 

' How can you talk so V cried Louis, wounded, 
'when you know that to cherish and make up to 
you would be my dearest, fondest wish! No, don't 
shake your head I Yon i/wio it is not a young rose 
and lily beauty that I love,— it is the honest, earnest 
glance in my Mary's eyes; the rest, and trust, and 
peace, whenever I do but come near her. Time can't 
take that away !' 

' Pray,' said Mary, feebly, ' don't let us discuss it 
now. I know it is right. I was determined to say it 
to-day, that the worst might be over; but I can't 
ai^e, nor bear your kindness now. Fleaae let it 

' Yes, let it wait. It is depression. You will see 
it in a true light when you have recovered the shock, 
and don't fancy all must be given up together. Lie 
down and rest; I am sure you have been awake all 

' I may rest now I have told you, and seen you not 
angry with poor papa, nor with me. Oh I Louis — the 
gratitude to you, the weight off my mind 1' 

' I don't think any one oould help taking the same 
view,' said Louis. ' It seems to me one of the cases 
where the immediate duty is the more clear because it 
is so very painful Mary, I think that you are com- 
mitting your way unto the Lord, and you know ' He 
shall bring it to pass.' ' 
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As he spoke there waa a, t^ at the door, and Miss 
Ponaonby, stiffly entering, aaid, 'Excnse my intarrap- 
tion, but I hope Lord Fitzjocelyn. will be considerate 
enough not to haraaa you any longer with solicitations 
to act against yonr conscience.' 

'He is not persuading me,' said Mary, turning 
towards her aunt a ikce which, through all her dejec- 
tion, proved her peaoe in his suj^rt and approval; 'h« 
is helping me.' 

'Yea,' said Louis to the sEtonished aunt; 'unce I 
have heard the true state of the case, I have been con- 
vinced that there is no choice for her but to go out, to 
repair the injustice so unfortunately done to this poor 
lady. It is a noble resolution, and I perfectly concur 
with her.' 

'I am glad you think so properly, sir,' returned Miss 
Ponsonby, ' Lord Ormersfield seems quite of another 
opinion. He was desirous of seeing you, Mar^; but I 
have been telling him I could permit no more inter- 
views to-day.' 

' Oh no,' said Mary, putting her hand to her head, as 
if it could bear no more ; ' not to-day ! Louis, tell him 
how it is. Make >iini forgive me ; but do not let me 
see him yet.' 

'You shall see no one,' said Louis, tenderly; 'you 
shall rest. There — ' and, as if he had the sole right 
to her, he arranged the cushions, placed her on the 
BO&, and hung over her to chafe her hands, and bathe 
her forehead with eau de Cologne; while, as he detected 
signs of hasty preparations about the room, he added, 
' Don't trouble yourself with your arrangement*" ; I will 
see about all I can to help you. Only rest, and cure 
your head.' 

' Say that one thing to me again,' whispered Mary, 
ere letting his hand go. 

Again he murmured the words, 'Commit thy way 
unto the Ijord, and He shall bring it to pass.' 

Then Mary felt her hand pressed to his lips, but she 
would not unclose her burning eyes ; she would fain 
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deep beneath the imprees of that spell of patient con.' 
fidence. 

The gentle authority of his manner had deprived 
Miss Ponsonby of all notion of interfering. This 
'odious, frivolous young man of fashion,' so entirely 
disconcerted her ideas of ardent lovers, or of self-inte- 
rested puppies, that she gazed at him, surprised and 
softened; and when he looked at her ansiously, to 
judge whether Mary would find in her a kind com- 
forter, her eyes were fail of tears, and she said as 
they left the room, ' It must be a great relief to my 
poor Mary that you see it ao sensibly. She has been 
BuSering much in anticipation of this meeting.' 

' Her unselfishness goes to one's heart !' said Louis, 
almost overcome. ' If she would but have spared her- 
self yesterday!' 

' Ah ! she said she could not bear that you should 
be puned on your friend's wedding-day. 1 am much 
comforted to find that you appreciate the effort.' 

This was not what Miss Fonsonby had intended to 
say, but there was something about the young man 
that touched her exceedingly ; even when fresh from 
a very civil and decorous combat with bis father, and 
a lip^g-up of all the ancient grievances of the mar- 
ried life of their two relations, rendering wider than 
ever the breach between the houses of Ponsonby and 
Fitzjocelyn. 

Lord Ormetsfield came forward to learn whether he 
might see Mary, and was met by assurances that she 
must be kept as quiet an possible ; upon which he took 
leave, making a stately bend of the head, while Louis 
shook Miss Ponsonby's hand, and said he should come 
to the door to inquire before the day was over. 

' I never saw her so broken down,' he said, in answer 
to his father's compassionate but indignant exclamation 
as theywalked home. 'Yesterday was a terrible strain 
on her.' 

'I wish we had never brought her here,' said Lord 
Ormersfield. 'The aunt is your enemy, as she always 
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waa that of Mary's mother. She ne&rly avowed that 
she Bet her brother on making this premature prohi- 
bition.' 

' I do not think she is unkind to Maiy,' said Louis ; 
' I ooiild be almost glad that the dear Aunt Kitty iB 
spared all this worry. It would make her so very 



' Her influence would be in your favour, whereas 
this woman is perfectly unreasonable. She juatifies 
her brother in everything, and is actually working on 
that poor girl's scruples of conscience to send her out 
by this ship.' 

'Kay,' said Louis, 'after hearing her father's letter, 
I do not see that it is possible for her to do other- 
Lord Ormerafield hastily turned to look at his son's 
countenance,— it was flushed and melancboly, but ftilly 
ill earnest; nevertheless the Elarl would not believe his 
ears, and made a sound as if he had missed the words. 

'I am grieved enough to say so,' repeated Louis; 
' but, as he puts it, I do not see how Mary can refuse 
to obey him,' 

' I declare, Fitzjocelyn,' exclaimed his father, with 
some anger, ' any one who takes the trouble, may talk 
you into anything imaginable !' 

' Not into believing her wrong.' 

'I did not think you so weak 1' continued his father. 
' It is the very case where a woman's exaggerated no- 
tions of right may be wrought on to do her infinite 
harm I They become quite ridiculous vritbout some 
one to show that such tilings may be carried too far ! 
I must say, I did expect strength of mind and common 
sense for your own interest. 1 esteem it a mere matter 
of duty to put an end to such nonsense.' 

' My dear father,' said Louis, ' it was Mary and her 
mother who first tanght me my own obligations. I 
should never dare to interfere with any one's filial 
duty — above all, where my own happiness is so deeply 
concerned.' 
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'Tours I I am not talking of yours. What is to 
become of Maiy with such a mau as thatT and this 
Spanish voman, who, if she does not deserve all that 
has been aaid of her, no doubt soon willl— no educa- 
tion, no principles, breaking out of her convent ! And 
you let yourself be drawn into calling it Mary's duty 
to run into such company as that ! You are not fit to 
protect her.' 

' From all I hare heard of Mr. Ponsonby, I mn con- 
vinced he has too much regard for his daughter to sum- 
mon her into any improper society. I do not hear 
that he has been to bltme as a father. I wish I could 
see it sb you do; but not only do I know that Mary 
could not have an instant's peace under the sense of 
his displeasure, but it seems to me that this is one of 
the express commands which could not be disobeyed 
without setting aside the law of Heaven. If I gave 
my voice against it, I should fear to bring on ua a curse, 
and not a blessing.' 

' Fitgocelyn, I always knew how it would be if you 
took to being one of those very good people, Nothing 
is so weak, and yet so unmanageable. Any rational 
being would look on it as a du^ to rescue her from 
such a man as that; but that ia too ordinary a virtue 
for you. You must go higher.' 

Louis made no answer. Never had his father pained 
him so much, and he could ill brook additional suffering. 

'However,' said the Earl, reoovering, 'I shall see 
her. I shall put the matter in a just light. She ia 
a sensible girl, and will understand me when she haa 
recovered the shock. On one head I shall give warn- 
ing. She must choose between us and her &ther. If 
she persist in going out to join this establishment, I 
Trill have your engagement given up.' 

' Father ! lather 1 you would not be so cruel !' 

' I know what I am saying. Am I to allow you to 

be encumbered all the time she is on the other side of 

the world, waiting Ponsonby's pleasure, to come home 

at last, in ten or lifbeen years' time, worried aud fretted 

x2 
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to death, like her poor motherl Ko, ZiOuis j it must be 

' You are onlysayiag what I vuuld not hear from her. 
8he has been inBUting oa breaking off, and all my hope 
was in joxx.' 

'Shehaat That is like herl The only reasonable 
thing T have heard yet.' 

'Then you will not help me) Yon, who I thought 
loved her like your own daughter, and wished for 
nothing so much I' 

' 'So I might; but that is a different thing &om 
allowing you to wear out your life in a hopeless en- 
gagement. If she cast off her family, nothing could 
be better; otherwise, I would never connect you with 

It did not occur to his lordship that he was strain- 
ing pretty hard the filial duty of his own son, while he 
was arguiug that Mary should snap asunder the same 
towards her father. 

The fresh discomfiture made poor Louis feel utterly 
dejected and almost hopeless; but lest silence should 
seem to consent, he said, ' When you see Maiy, you 
will be willing for me to do anything rather than lose 
what is so dear and so noble.' 

' Yes, I will see Mary. We will settle It between 
us, and have it right yet ; but we must give her to-day 
to think it over, and get over the first shock. When 
she has had a little time for refiection, a few cool ail- 
ments from me will bring her to reason.' 

So it was all to be settled over Louis's passive head ; 
and thus satisfied, his father, who was exceedingly 
sorry for him, forgot his anger, and ofiered to go homo 
alone as Clara's escort, promising to return on the Mon- 
day, to bring the full force of his remonstrances to 
bear down Maty's scruples. 

' Iiord Ormer^eld believed Clara too much of a child 
to have any ideas on what was passing ; and had it de- 
pended on him, she must have gone home in an agony 
of ignorance on the cause of her cousin's trouble ; but 
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Ijouis came with them to the station, and cootrived to 
Bay to her while walking up and down the platform, 
' Her &thGr ia bitter against me. He haa sent for her, 
and she is going!' 

Clara looked mutely in his £tce, with a sort of in- 
quiring dismay. 

' Youll hear all about it when my father has told 
Aunt Kitty,' said Louis. ' Clara,' — he paused, and 
spoke lower — ' tell her I see what is right ?iow ; tell 
her to — to pray for me, that I may not be talked into 
tampering with my conscience or with hers. Don't let it 
dwdl on you or on my aunt,' he added, cheerfully. 'No, 
it won't ; you will be thinking of Jem and IsabeL' 
And as his &ther came up, his last words were, in his 
own bi^ht tone, ' Tell granny from me that giraffes 
ought always to be seen by gaslight.' 

Clara's countenance returned him a look of sorrow- 
ful reproach, for thinking her capable of being amused 
when he waa in distress ; and she sat in silent musings 
all the way home — pondering over his words, specu- 
lating on his ^ture, wondering what Mary felt, and 
becoming blunt and almoat angry, when her grave 
escort ia the opposite comer consulted civility by 
addressing some indifferent remark to her, aa if, she 
Biud to herself, 'she were no better than a stuffed 
giraffe, and knew and cared nothing about anybody !' 

He might have guessed that she understood some- 
thing by the sudden way in which she curtailed her 
grandmother*!? rapturous and affectionate inquiries 
about the wedding, ran upstairs on the plea of taking 
off her bonnet, and appeared no more till he had. gone 
home ; when, coming down, she found granny, with 
tearful eyes, lamenting that Mr. Ponsonby was bo 
harsh and unkind, and fully possessed with the rational 
view which her nephew had been impreBsing on her. 

< Ha !' said Clara, * that is what Louis meant. I'll 
tell you what, granny, Lord Ormersfield never koew 
in his life what was right, half us well as Louis does. 
I wish he would let him alone. If Mary ia good 
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enongli for him, she will go out and wait till her 
father comes round. If ehe is not, she won't; and 
Lord Ormersfield has no business to tease her.* 

'Then you would like her to go outt' said Mrs. 
Frost 

' I like anything that makes Louis happy. I thought 
it would have been delightful to have him married — 
one could be so much more at Ormersfield, and Mary 
would be so nice ; but aa to their being over-persuaded, 
and thinking themselves half wrong ! why, they would 
never be happy in their lives; and Louis would be 
always half-asleep or half mad, to save himself the 
trouble of thinking. But he'll never do it T 

On the Saturday morning Mary's healthy and 
vigorous spirit had quite resumed its tone. The worst 
was over when she had Inflicted the stroke on Louis, 
and seen him ready to support instead of adding to 
her distress. He found her pale and sorrowful, but 
calm, collected, and ready for exertion. By tacit 
consent, they avoided all discussion of the terms on 
which they were to stand. Greatly touched by her 
consideration for him on the wedding-day, he would 
not torture her with pleadings, and was only too 
grateful for every service that he was aUowed to 
render her without protest, as still her chief and most 
natural dependence. 

She did not scruple to allow him to aasist her ; she 
understood the gratification to him, and it was only 
too sweet to her to he still his object. She could 
trust him not to presume; his approval made her 
almost happy ; and yet it was hard that his very pa- 
tience and acquiescence should endear him so much as 
to render the parting ao much the more painful. The 
day was spent in business. He facilitated much that 
would have been arduous for two solitary women, 
and did little aJl day hut go about for Mary, fulfilling 
the commissions which her father had sent home ; and 
though he did it with a sore heart, it was still a privi- 
lege to be at work for Mary, 
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Rigid as Miss Ponsonby was, she began to be touched. 
There was a doubt as to his admiasioD when he came 
on Sunday raonung — ' Mistress saw no one on Sunday/ 
but when his name was carried in, Miss Ponsonby 
could not withstand Mary's face. She took care to teU 
him her rule; but that, considering the circumstances, 
she had made an exception in his £ivour, on the under- 
standing that nothing was to break in upon the ob- 
serrance of the Sabbath. 

Louis bent bis head, with the heartfelt answer that 
he was but too glad to be permitted to go to church 
once more with Mary. 

Aunt Melicent's Sunday was not quite their own 
Sunday, but all that they could desire was to be quietly 
together, and restricted from all those agitating topics 
and arrangements. It was a day of rest, and they 
valued it accordingly. In fact. Miss Ponsonby found 
the young Lord so good and inoffensive, that she broke 
her morning's resolution, invited him to partake of the 
cold dinner, let him go to church with them agtun 
in the eveniug, and remain to tea ; and when he took 
leave, she expressed such surprised admiration at his 
having come and gone on his own feet, his charoh- 
going, and his conduct generally, that Mary could not 
help suspecting that her good aimt had supposed that 
he had never heard of the Fourth Commandment. 

Misa Ponsonby was one of the many good women 
given to hard judgments on slight gi'Ounds, and to 
sudden reactions still more violent ; and the sight of 
Lord Pitzjocelyn spending a quiet, respectable Sunday, 
had such an effect on her, that she transgressed her own 
mandate, and broached 'the distressing subject.' 

■ Mary, my dear, I suppose this young gentleman is 
an improved character 1' 

' He is always improving,' said Mary. 

' I mean, that an important change must have taken 
place since I understood you to sayyou had refused bin i. 
I thought yon acted most properly then ; and, as I see 
him now, 1 think yon equally right in accepting him.' 
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' He was very much what he is now,' said Mary. 

'Then it -was from uo doubt of his being a. eerious 
oharacterf 

' None whatever,' said Mary, emphatically, 

'Well, my dear, I must confeSB his appearance, hia 
family, and your refusal, misled me. I fear I did him 
great injustica' 

A silence, and then Miss Fonsonby said, ' AAbt all, 
my dear, though I thought quit* otherwise at &rs^ I 
do believe that, considering what the youth ia, and 
how much attached he seems, you might safely caa- 
tinue the engagement.' 

Maiy's heart glowed to her aunt for having been 
thus conquered by Louis — she who, three nights back, 
had' been 80 severely incredulous, so deeply disappointed 
in her niece for having been deluded into endurance of 
him. But her resolution wan fixed. ' It would not 
be right,' she said ; * his father would not allow it. 
There is ao little chance of papa's relenting, or of my 
coming home, that it would be wrong to keep him in 
suspense. He had better turn his thoughts elsewhere 
while he ia young enough to begin again-' 

' It might save him from marrying some mere fine 
lady.' 

'That will never be; whatever woman be chooses 
will — ' She could not go on, but presently cleared her 
voice'—' No ; I should like to leave liim quite free. I 
was less his choice than hia father's; and, though I 
thought we should have been very happy, it does not 
seem to be the leading of Heaven. I am so far hia 
inferior in cleverness, and everything attractive, and 
have been made so like his elder sister, that it might 
not have been best for him. I want him to feel that, 
in beginning afresh, he is doing me no injury; and 
then in time, whenever I Come hom(^ it may be such 
a friendship as there was between our elders. That is 
what I try to look forward to. — no, I don't think 
I look forward to anyth ing. Gfood night, Aunt Melioent 
— I am BO glad yon like him 1' 
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In this mind Maty met Lord OrmersfielA The 
delay had been aa advantage, for he was lees irritated, 
and she had regained self-possession. Her passage had 
been taken, and this was an aj^ment that told on the 
Earl, though he refused to call it irrevocable. He 
found that there was no staggering her on the score of 
the life that awaited her; she knew more on that sub- 
ject than he did, had confidence in her father, and no 
dread of Bosita; and she was too much ashamed and 
grieved at the former effect of his persuasions to attend 
to any more of a like description. He found her sense 
of duty more atubbom than he had anticipated, and 
soon had no more to say. She might carry it too far; 
but the principle was sound, and a fether could not 
well controvert; it. He had designed the rupture with 
Iiouia as a penalty to drive her into his measures ; but 
he could not so propound it, and was wondering how 
to bring it in, when Mary relieved him by beginning 
herself, and stating the grounds with such sensible, 
unselfish, almost motherly care of Louia'a happiness, 
that he was more unwilling than ever to let him resign 
her, and was on the point of begging her to re-consider, 
and let Louis wait for ever rather than lose her. But 
he knew they ought not to be bound, under such un- 
certainties, and his conviction was too strong to ^ve 
way to emotion. He thanked her, and praised her 
with unwonted agitation, and regretted more than 
ever; and so they closed the conference by deciding 
that, unless Mr. Ponsonby should be induced to relent 
by his daughter's representations on her arrival, Mary 
and Louis mnst consider themselves as mutually 
released. 

That loophole-— forlorn, most forlorn hope, aa they 
knew it to be — was an infinite solace to the young 
people, by sparing them a formal parting, and permit- 
ting them still to feel that they belonged to each other. 
If he began declaring that nothing would ever make him 
feel disconnected with Mary, he was told that it was 
not time to think of that, and they must not waste 
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their time. And once Mary reminded him bow mucli 
worse it would be if they had been separated by a 
quarrel. 'Anger might give one spirite,' he said, 
smiiiug mournfully, 

'At the time; but thiuk what it would be not to be 
able to remember happy times without remorse.' 

' Then you do mean to recollect, Mary V 

' I trust to bring myself to remember rightly and 
. wisely. I shall try to set it for a reward for myself to 
cure me of repinings,' said Mary, looking into his 
face, as if the remembrance of it must bring cheerful- 
ness and refreshment. 

* And when shall I not think, Maiy) When I leave 
off work, 1 shall want you for a companion ; when I 
go to work, the thought must atlr me up. Your judg- 
ment must try my own.' 

'Oh, hush, Louis! this is not good. Be yourself, 
and be more than yourself, and only think of the past 
as a time when we had a ereat deal of pleasantness, 
and you did me much good. 

' Did 1 P 

'Yea; I see it now I am with Annt Melicent. You 
put so many more thoughts in my head, and showed 
me that so much more was good and wholesome than 
I used to &ncy. Dear mamma once said yoii wero 
educating me; and I hope to go on, ajid not let your 
lessons waste away.' 

' Nay, Mary, you won good everywhere. If you had 
not been Mary, T might have made yon a great goose. 
But you taught me all the perseverance I ever had. 
And oh I Mary, I don't wonder you do not trust it.' 

' There is the forbidden subject,' said Mary, firmly. 

That was the sort of conversation into which they 
fell now and then during those last days of busy 



Truly it could have been worse. Suffering by their 
own fault would have rent them asunder more harshly, 
and Louis's freedom from all fierceness and violence 
softened all inefiably to Mary, James Frost's letter 
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of fiery indignation, almost of denunciation, made her 
thankful that he was not the party concerned; and 
Jiouia made her smile at laahel's copy of all his senti- 
ments in ladylike phrases. 

The last day came. Louis 'would not be denied 
seeing Mary on board the Valdivia; and, in spite of 
all Miss Fonsonby's horror of railways, he persuaded 
her to tr«Bt herself under his care to Liverpool She 
augured great things from the letter whidi she had 
entrusted to Mary, and in which she had spoken of 
Lord Fitzjocelyn in the highest terms her vocabulaiy 
could furniah. 

They parted bravely. Spectators hindered all dis- 
play of feeling, and no one cned, except Miss Ponsonby. 

'Good-bye, Louis; I will not forget your messages 
to Tom Madison. My love to your father and Aunt 
Catharine,' 

* Good-bye, Maty; I shall see Tom and Ohimhorazo 
yet.' 
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CHAPTER T. 

THE KEW WOBLD. 



Smi onward, m to eontheni skiea, 
We spread our bmIb, new itare arise, 
New lights npoQ the glancing tide, 
Freah hata where peu-l and coral hide : 
What we they all but tokens true 
Of grace for ever &eah and new t 

Prayer* for EmigraMt, 

THERE are some days in the early year, devoid 
indeed of spring brilliance, but full of Boft, heavy, 
steaming fragrance, pervading the grey air with sweet 
odours, and fostering the growth of tender bud and 
fragile stem with an unseen influence, more mild and 
kindly than even the smiling sunbeam or the gushing 
shuwer. ' A growing day,' as the country- people term 
auch genial, gentle weather, might not be without 
analogy to the brief betrothal of Louis and Mary. 

Subdued and anxious, there had been little of the 
ordinary light of joy, hope, or gaiety, and their plea- 
sures had been less their own than in preparing the 
happiness of their two friends. It was a time BQch as 
to be more sweet in memory than it was in the present; 
and the shade which had hung overit, the self-Ketndnt 
and the forbearance which it had elicited, had uncon- 
sciously conduced to the development of the characters 
of both, preparing them to endure the parting fer 
more effectually than unmixed enjoyment could have 
done. The check upon Louis's love of trifling, the 
restraint on his spirits, the being thrown back on his 
own judgment when he wanted to lean npon Mary, 
had given him a habit of controlling his boyiah ways. 
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It was a call to train himself in manliness and self- 
reliance. It changed him trom the unstable reed he 
once hail been, and helped him to take one steady and 
consistent view of the trial required of Wm and of 
Haiy, and then to act upon it resolutely and sub- 
miBsivelf. 

With Maiy gone, he cared little what became of 
him tmtil her letters could arrive; and his father, with 
more attention to his supposed benefit than to hia 
wishes, carried him at once, \rithout returning home, 
to a round of Tisita among all his acquaintance most 
likely to furnish a distracting amount of Christmas 
gaieties. In the midst of these, there occurred a 
■vacancy in the representation of a borough chiefly 
under the influence of Sir Miles Oakstead ; and, an it 
'was considered expedient that he should be brought 
into Parliament, his &ther repaired with him at once 
to Oakstead, and involved him in all the business of 
the election. On hia auooesa, he went with his lather 
to Londou for the session, and this was all that his 
friends at Northwold knew of him. He wrote hurried 
notes to James or to Mr. Holdsworth on necessary 
a&iia connected with his &rm and improvemente, 
mentioning &cts instead of feelings, and promising to 
. write to Aunt Catharine when he should have time ; 
but the time did not seem to come, and it was easy to 
believe that hia paBsivenees of will, increased by the 
recent stroke, had caused him to be hurried into a 
condition of involuntary practical activity. 

Mary, meanwhile, was retracing her voyage, in the 
Inll of spirits which, after long straining, had nothing 
to do but to wait in patience, bracing themselves for a 
fresh trial. Never sufiering herself, at sea, her first 
feelings, ^ter the final wrench of parting, were intei^ 
rupted by the necessity of attending to her Mend, a 
young'mother, with children enough to require all the 
services that the indefiitigable Mary could perform. 
If Mrs. Willis always averred that she never could 
have gone through the voyage without Miss Fonsonby, 



62 DTHETOR TEEOACE. 

Mat? felt, in return, that the little fretfiil boy and 
girl, who would never let her sit aad think, except 
when both were asleep, had been no small bleeaing[ 

Yet Majy was not bo much absorbed and satisfied 
with the visible aud practical as hod once been the 
case. The growth had not been all on Louis's side. 
If her steadfitst spirit had strengthened his wavering 
resolution, the intercourse and STmpathy with him 
had opened and unfolded many a perception aud 
quality in her, which had been as tightly and hardly 
cased up aa leaf-buds in their gummy envelopes. 
A. wider range had been given to her thoughts; there 
waa a swelling of heart, a vividness of sensation, such 
as shb had not known in earlier times; she had beea 
taught the mystery of creation, the strange connexioa 
with the Unseen, and even with her fellow-men. 
Beyond the ordinary practical kind offices, for which 
she had been always ready, there was now mingled 
something of Louis's more comprehensive spirit of 
questioning what would do them good, and drawing 
food for r^ection from their diverse ways. 

She was sensible of the change agun and again, 
when ughts recurred which once had only spoken 
to her eye. That luminous sea, sparkling like floods 
of atara, had bepn little more than 'How pretty I 
how funny!' at her first voyage. Now, it was not only 
' How Louis would admireit!' but 'How profusely, how 
gloriously has the Creator spread the globe with 
mysterious beauty ! how marvellously has He caused 
His creatures to hold forth this light, to attract others 
to their needfiil food I' And the furrow of fire left by 
their vessel's wake spoke to her of that path ' like a 
shining light, shining more and more unto the perfect 
day.' If with it eame the remembrance of his vision of 
the threads of light, it was not a recollection which 
would lead to repining. 

And when at Cape Horn, a mighty ice mountain 
drifted within view, spired, pinnacled, encrusted with 
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whiteness, rivalled oulyby the gloiy of theaammer cloud, 
caveraed here and there into hollows of sapphire blue, 
too deeply dazzliog to behold, or risiiig into peaks of 
clear, hard, chill green; the wild fentaatio points some- 
times glimmering with fragments of the rainbow areh ; 
the rich variety, endless beyond measure in form and 
colouring, and not only mt^nificent and terrible in the 
whole mass, but lovely beyond imagination in each 
crystal too minute for the eye. Mary had once, on a 
like occasion, only said, ' it was very cold ;' and looked 
to see whether the captain expected the monster to 
bear down on the ship. But the present iceberg put 
her in mind of the sublime aspirations which gothic 
cathedrals aeem aa if they would fain embody. And 
then, she thought of tiie marvellous iutenninable 
waste of beauty of those untrodden regions, whence 
yonder enormous ^bei^ was but a small fragment — 
a petty messenger — regions nnaeen by hmaart eye — 
beauty untouched by human hand — the glory, the 
sameness, yet the infinite variety of perfect purity. 
Did it not seem, with all the associations of cold, of 
peril, of dreariness, to be a visible token that indeed 
He who fashioned it could prepare ' good things past 
man's understanding !' 

It was well for Mary that southern constellations, 
snowy, white-winged albatross, leaping flying-lish, 
and white-capped mountain-coast, had been joined in 
her mind with something higher, deeper, and less 
personal, or their recurrence would have brought her 
nothing but pain unmitigated in the contrast with the 
time when first she had beheld them six years ago. 

Then she was full of hope and eager ardour to arrive, 
longing for the parental presence of which she had 
so long been deprived, hwling every novel scene as a 
proof that she was nearer home, and without the 
anticipation of one cloud, only expecting to be loved, 
to love, and to be useful. And now, all fond illusions 
as to her &ther had been snatched away, her very love 
for him rendering the perception doubly crud; her 
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mother, her precious mother, far away in Ormersfield 
chiirchyard — her life probably ahorfcened by his harsh- 
ness-— her place occupied by a young girl, differing in 
language, in Church, in everything^— Mary's own 
pardon uncertain, after all her sacrifices — A sense of 
having deeply ofiended, hung npon her; and her heart 
was so entirely in England, that had her home been per- 
fect, her voyage must still have been a cruel effort. 
That one anticipation of being set at rest by her father's 
fot^veness, and the forlorn despairing hope of liia 
relenting towards Louis, were all she dared to dwell on ; 
and when Mrs. Willis counted the days till she could 
arrive and meet her husband, poor Mary felt as if, but 
for these two chances of comfort, she could gladly 
have prolonged the voyage for the rest of her life. 

But one burning tropical noon, the Valdivia was 
entering Callao harbour, and Mary, sick and faint at 
heart, was arraying herself in a coloured dross, lest her 
mourning should seem to upbraid her father. The 
voyage was over, the ship was anchored, boats were 
coming offshore, the luggage was being hoisted out of 
the hold, the passengers were congregated on 
deck, eager to land, some gazing with curious and 
enterprising eyes on the new country, others scanning 
every boat in hopes of meeting a familiar face. Mrs. 
Willis stood trembling with hope, excitement, and the 
strange dread often rushing in upon the last moment 
of expectation. She clung to Mary for support, and 

' Oh, Miss Ponsonliy, bow composed you are !' 
Mary's feelings were too deep — too much concentrated 
for trembling. She calmed and soothed the wife's 
Bndden frigh^ lest ' something should have happened 
to George;' and she even smiled when the children's 
scream of ecstacy infected their mother, when the papa 
and uncle they had been watching for with straining 
eyes proved to be standing on deck close beside them. 
Muy cast her eyes round, and saw nothing of her 
ovm She stood apart, while the Willis fanuly were 
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in all the' rapture of the meeting ; ahe saw them 
moving off, too happy and sufficient for themselves 
even to remember her. She had a. dull, heavy sensation 
that she must bear all, and this was the beginning ; 
and she vaa about to begin her arrangements for her 
dreary landing, when Mrs. Wiilis's brother, Mr. Ward, 
turned baek. He was a middle-aged merchant, whom 
her mother bad much liked and esteemed, and there 
was something cheering in hia irank, hearty greeting, 
and satisfaction in seeing her. It was more like a 
welcome, and it brought the Willises back, shocked at 
having forgotten her in the selfishness of their own 
joy; but they had made sure that she had been met. 
Mr. Ward did not think that she was expected by the 
Taidivia; Mr. Ponsonby had not mentioned it as 
likely. So they were all seated in the boat, with the 
black rowers; and while the Willises fondled their 
children, and exchanged home-news, Mr. Ward sat by 
Mary, and spoke to her kindly, not openly referring to 
the state of her home, but showing a warmth and con- 
sideration which evinced much delicate sympathy. 

They all drove together in the Willises' carriage up 
the sloping road from CaUao to Lima, and Mary heard 
aetoni^ment, such as she bad once felt, breaking out 
in screams from the children at the sight of omnibuses 
filled with gaily-dressed n^;roes, and brown boiue- 
women in Panama hats and lace-edged trousers career- 
ing down the road. But then, her &ther had coma 
and fetched her from on board, and that dear mammn 
■was waiting in the carriage 1 

They entered the old walled town when twilight 
had already closed in, and Mrs. Willis was auiious to 
take her tired little ones home at once. They were 
set down at their own door; but Mr. Ward, with pro- 
tecting anxious kindness, insisted on seeing Miss Fon- 
gonby safely home before he would join them. As 
they drove through the dark streets, Mary heard a 
little restless movement, betraying sonie embarrass- 
xiient; and at last, with an evident desire of reassuring 

TOL. II. F ^, 
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her, he said, ' Senora Kosita is thought very pleasiog 
and engaging;' and then, aa if willing to cliange the 
subject^ he hastily abided, ' I suppose you did not speak 
tiiePixarrof 

'No.' 

' She haa sailed about three weeks. She takea home 
your cousin, Mr. Djnevor.' 

Mary cried out with surprise. 

' I tliought him a complete fixture, but he ia gone 
borne for a year. It seems bis family property was in 
the market, and be was anxious to secure it.* 

' How glad his mother will be !' was all Mary could say, 
as there riished over her the thought of the, wonderful 
changes this would make in Dynevor Terrace. Her first 
feeling was that she must tell Louis; her second, that 
two oceans were between them ; and then she thought 
of Aunt Catharine having lived, after all, to see her aon. 

She had forgotten to expect the turn when the 
carriage wheeled under the arched entry of her father's 
house. All was gloom and stillneBS, except where a 
little light shoue in a sort of porter's lodge upon the 
eager negro featui'eB of two blacks, with much gesticu- 
lation, playing at dice. They came out hastily at the 
aouud of the carriage; and aa Mr. Ward banded out 
Mary, and inquired for Mr. Ponaonby, she recpgniaed 
and addressed tha white-wooUed old 5i!avier, the mayor 
doma Poor old Xavier ! Often had she hunted sjid 
teaaed bim, and tried to make him understand ' costts 
de Iiiglalerra,' and to make him cease &om bis beloved 
dice; but no sooner did be see her face than, with a 
cry of joy, 'La Benorita Maria! la Senorita Maria I' 
down he went upon his knees, and began Tciaming the 
hem of her dress. 

All the rest of the negro establishment came 
round, capering and chatteriag Spanish; and, in 
the confusion, Mary could not get her question heard 
— VPbere was her &tber1 and Xavier's vehement 
tbreats and commands to thq others to be silent, 
did not produce a calm. At last, bearing a light, 
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there came forwEtrd a faded, sallow dame, with a 
candle in her hand, who might have sat for the picture 
of the Duena Bodriguez, and at her appearance the 
negroes subsided. She waa an addition to the esta^ 
bliahment simw Mary's departure; but in her might 
be easily recognised the Tia, the individual who in 
Limeuian households holds a position between com- 
panion and housekeeper. She introduced heraelf bjr 
the lugubrious appellation of Sefiora Dolores, and, re- 
ceiving Mary witji obsequious courtesy, explained that 
the Senor and Senora were at a tertvlia, or evening 
party. She lighted Mary andMr.Ward into the yjMKfra/ 
and there Mr. Ward, shaking bands with her as if he 
would thereby compensate for all that was wanting in 
her welcome, promised to go and inform her father of 
her arrivaL 

Mary stood in the lai^ dark room, with the soft 
matted floor, and the windows high up near the carved 
timbered ceiling, the single lamp, burning in rum, 
casting a dim gleam over the well-known fiimiture, by 
which her mother had striven to give an English appear- 
ance to the room. It was very dreary, and she would 
have given the world to be alone with her throbbing 
head, her dull heartache, and the weariness of spirits 
over-long wound up for the meeting; but her own 
apart.ment could be no refuge until it had been cleansed 
and made ready, and Dolores and Xavier were perse- 
outing her every moment with their hospitality and 
their inquiries. Then came a quick, manly tread, and 
for a moment her heart almost seemed to stand still, 
in the belief that it was her father; but it was only 
Bobson, harrying in to offer his services and apologies. 
Ferhap he waa the very last person she could bear to 
see, feeling, as she did, that if he had been more 
explicit all the ofTence would have been spared. He 
-was so much aware of all family matters, and was 
accustomed to so much confidence from her ikther, that 
she could not believe him nnconsoious ; and there was 
something hateful to her in the plausible frankness 
»2 o 
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and deferKitial familiarity of hb manners, as, broBhing 
up his sandy hair upon his forehead, he ponred fort^ 
explanations that Mr. Ponsonby would be delighted, 
but grieved that no one had met her — ValdMa not 
expected so soon — not auticipatod the pleasure — if they 
had imagined that Miss Fonsonby was a passenger — 

' My father desired that I would come out by her,' 
said Mary. 

'Ay, true — bo he informed me; but since later 
intelligence' — and he cast a glance at Maiy, to judge 
how much further to go; but meeting with nothing 
but severity, he covered the impertinence by saying, 
'In fact, though the Vatdivia was mentioned, and 
Mm. Willis, Mr. FonBonby had reason to suppose yon 
would not receive his letters in time to avail yooraelf 
of the escort.' 

' I did so, however,' said Mary, coldly. 

' Most gratifying. Mr. and Mra. Fonsonby will bo ' 
highly gratified. In &ct. Miss Fonsonby, I must con- 
fess that was a most unfortunate blunder of mine last 
August I should not have fallen into the error had 
I not been so long absent at Guayaquil that 1 had had 
no opportunity of judging of the amiable lady; and I 
wUl own to much natural surprise and some indigna- 
tion, before I had had the pleasure of personal aoqnainfc- 
anoe with the charms and tlie graces — Hem! In effect, 
it was a step that no one could have recommended; 
and when your noble relative put it to me in so many 
words whether I would counsd your continuing your 
joomey, I could not take it on me to urge a measora 
so painful to your feelings, unaware as I was then of 
the amiable qualities of the lady who ocoupiee tiha 
situation of the highly beloved and esteemed — ' 

Mary could not bear to hear her mother's name in 
bis mouth, so she out hiA short by saying, ' I suppose 
yon thought you acted for the beet, Mr. Kobson; ik 
was very unfortunate, but it cannot be helped. Ptay 
can you tell me where the lad Madison isf she added. 
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resolved to skow him that she irould not discnsa these 
matters with him ; ' I have a parcel for him.' 

' He ia at the San Benito mine, Miss Pousonb;.' 

' How does he go on I' 

' Well — I may say veiy well, allowing for inexpe- 
rience. He appears a steady, intelligent lad, and I 
have no doubt will answer the purpose well.' 

There was one gratification for Mary, at least, in the 
pleasure this would afford at home ; but Bobson con- 
tinued making conversation about Mr. Dynevor's visit 
to England, and the quantity of work this temporary 
absence entailed on him ; and then on the surprise it 
would be to his patron to find her, and Senora Rosita's 
interest in her, and the numerous gaieties of the bride, 
and the admiration she excited, and his own desire to 
be nsefnl. This afforded Mary an opportunity for 
getting rid of him at last, by sending him to make 
arrangements for her baggage to be sent from Gallao 
the next morning. 

Ten minutes more, half spent in conquering her dis- 
gust, half in sick anticipation, and other feet were cross- 
ing the matted taia, the curtain over the doorway was 
drawn aside, and there stood her father, and a lady, all 
«%ite and diamonds, by his side. He held out his 
arms, .Mary fell into them, and it was the same kind 
Toflgh kiss which had greeted her ble years back. It 
.seemed to be forgiveness, consolation, strength, all at 
once ; and their words mingled — 'Papa, yon forgive 
me' — 'Maiy, my good girl, I did not think they would 
have let you oome back to me. This was but a dreary 
coming home for you, my dear.' And then, instantly 
changing his language to Spanish, he added, appealing 
to his wife, that had they guessed she was on board, 
they would have come to meet her. 

!Rosita replied earnestly to that effect, and warmly 
embraced Mary, pitying her for such an annval, and 
hoping that Dolores had made her comfortable. The 
rest ^ the conversatioa was carried on in the same 
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tongue. Rosita was much what Mary had expeotecl — 
of a beautiful figure, wi th fine eyes, and epIentUd raven 
hair, bat without much feature or expreBBion. She 
looked almost like a dream to-night, however, with her 
snowy robes, and the diamonds sparkling with their 
dewdrop fia^hes in her hair and on her arms, with the 
fitful light caught from the insaScient candles. AH 
she ventured to say had a timid gracefalness and sim- 
plicity that were very winning ; and her husband 
glanced more than once to aee if she were not gaining 
upon his daughter ; and so ia truth she was, personally, 
though it was exceedingly painful to see her where 
Mary had been used to Bee that dear sufilering face ; 
and it was impossible not to feel the contrast with her 
father as painfully incongruous. Mr, Ponsonby was 
a large man, with the jovial manner of one never 
accustomed to self-restraint ; good birth and breeding 
.making him still a gentleman, in spite of his loud voice 
and the traces of self-indnlgenca He was ruddy and 
bronzed, and his eyebrows nnd hair looked as if 
touched by hoar frost ; altogether as diBsimilar a 
partner aa could be devised for the slender girlish 
being by his eide. 

After a little Spanish conversation, all kind on his 
side, and thus infinitely relieving Mary, they_ parted 
for the night. She laid before him the packet of 
letters, which she had held all this time as the last 
link to Louis, and sought his eye aa she did so with 
a look of appeal ; but he carefully averted his glance^ 
and she could read nothing. 

Weaiy as she was, Maty heard again and again, 
through her unglazed windows, the watchraan's muai- 
caJ cry of '.^ne Maria purieima, las — es tembtadof 
' Viva Peru y lerenoP and chid herself for foalish 
anticipations that Louis would hear and admire all the 
strange sounds of the New World. The kindness of 
her welcome gave her a little hope ; and she went over 
and over again her own part of the discussion which she 
expected, almost persuading herself, that Louis's own 
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conduct and her aunt's testimony muat win the 

She need not have spent bo mapy hours in prepara- 
tion for the morning. She vaa up early, in hopes of 
neeing her father before he went to hia office ^ but he 
was gone for a ride. The Enghsh breakfast, which 
had been established, much to his content, by her own 
exertions, had quite vanished ; each of the family had a 
cup of chocolate in private, and there was no meeting 
till, late in the morning, Rosita sauntered into her room, 
embraced her, made inquiries aa to her rest, informed 
her that she was going to the Opera that night, and 
begged her to accompany her. To appear in public with 
Bosita wasthe tribute for which Mary had come out, so 
she readily agreed; and thereupon the Senora digressed 
into the subject of dress, and required of Mary a display 
of all her robes, and an account of the newest fashions 
of the English ladies. It was all with such innocent, 
earaent pleasure, that Mary could not be annoyed, and 
good-naturedly made all her disappointing display. 

The midday meal brought her &ther — still kind and 
affectionate, but never dropping the Spanish, nor mani- 
festing any consoiouaness of her letters. She had hopes 
of the period allotted to the siesta, to which custom, in 
old days, she had never acceded, hut had always spent 
the interval on any special occupation — above all, to 
writing for him; but he went off without any notice of 
hpr, and she was in no condition to dispense with the 
repose, for her frame was tired out, though her hopea 
and fears could not even let her dreams rest. 

Then came a drive with Kosita, resplendent in 
French millinery ; then supper ; then the Opera, to 
which her father accompanied them, still without a 
word. Another day was nearly the same, only that 
thia time she had to do her best to explain the newest 
fashions in behalf of a dress of Roaita's, then being 
made, and in the evening to go to a party at the Oon- 
flul's, where sh6 met Mr. Ward, and hud some talk 
which she might have enjoyed but for her Buspense. 
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On the third, Kosita was made happy hy unpack- 
ing an elegant little black papier mache table, a 
present from Misa Ponsoiiby. Good Melioent! weie 
ever two Biater&-in-law more unlike 1 But ' Lord 
Ormersfield had done Koaita and her hunband good 
service. If Aunt Melieent had finit learned the 
real facts, her wrath would have been extreme — a 
mere child, a foreigner, a Bomaa Catholic, a nun ! 
Her horror would have known no bounds, and ahe 
would, perbapa, have broken with her brother for ever. 
But by making the newly-married pair victiniB of in- 
justice, the Earl had made the reality a relief and Meli- 
eent had written civilly to her brother, and a sisterly 
sort of stiff letter to the bride— of which the Limenian 
could not understand one word ; bo that Mary had to 
render it all into Spanish, even to her good aunt's 
hopes that Bouta would be kind to her, and use all 
her influence in favour of her happiness. 

Whether Eoeita would have comprehended this 
without Mary's blushes might be questioned, but she 
did say, ' Ah ! yes ! yon were to have married the 
Visconde, were you not t El Senor was so angry ! Did 
his fether forbid when your father refused your 
portion J' 

' Oh no, he would receive me if I brought nothing.' 

'And you wish to marry V said Bosita. 

' If my &ther would oi^y consent.' 

' But why did you come here then )' said Bosita, 
opening her large eyes. 

' My father commanded mo.' 

* England is a long way off,' said Kosita, languidly; 
'he could not have reached you there. You would 
have been a great lady and noble ! How could you 
come away, if he would still have you 1' 

'Because it would have been wrong. We could not 
have been happy in disobeying my father.' 

' Ah I but you could have done penance. I had 
many penances to do for quitting my convent; Padre 
Inigo was veiy severe; but they are over at last^ and I 
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tun feaa for pvuig alms twice a-week, and the Siatera 
have foFgiven me, and send me bo many ailver flowera 
and duicea; I will show them to ;oa some day. 
Could you not have don« penanoef 

' I am a&aid not.' 

'Ahl I foi^t you were a heretic, poor thing t 
How inconvenient I And bo you will not oome with, 
me to the bull-fight next Sunday V 

Such being Hosit&'a idea^ on the point, Mary gave 
np much hope ia her iofiuence, and tned what a good- 
humoured announcement of her re-establishment of 
the English breakfast would efiect towarda bringiug 
her father to a tite-A-t^, but he never oame near it. 
The waiting in silence was miBerable enough for her- 
self, but she would have continued to bear it except 
for the injustice to Louis, who must not be kept in 
suspense. The departure of the next English mail 
should be the limit of her endurance; and after a day of 
watching, she finally went up to her father when he 
would have bidden her good night, and said, in English, 
' Papa, if you please, I must speak to you,' 

'So you shall, my dear, bat we are all tired; wa 
must have our night s rest.' 

' No, papa, it must be to-night, if you please. It ia 
necessary for me to know before to-morrow how I am 
to write to Ziord Fit^ocelyn.' 

'Pshaw! Mary, I've settled that youag fellowl* 

' Papa, I don't think you know — ' 

' I've written him a civil answer, if that's what yoa 
mean, much civiller than be or his father deserve,' 
he said, speaking loud, and trying to fling away from 
ber ; bnt she stood her ground, and spoke oalnily and 
steadily, though her heart beat violently. 

'You do not understand the true state of the 
oase, papa; and without doing so, yoa cannot write 
snch an answer as they deserve.' 

' I know this, that old Ormersfield has been the 
corse of my life!' and out poured one of those torrents 
of fierce passion which had been slowly but surely the 
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death of his wifa Maiy had never heard one iu the fvJl 
tide before, but she stood firm ; there 'were none of the 
tears, snch as, in her mother, had been wont to exaspe- 
rate him further, but 'with pale cheeks, compressed lips, 
and haads locked together, her heart was one silent 
entreaty that it might be forgiven him abova Thus ahQ 
stood white the storm of anger raged, and when at last 
it had exhausted itself, he said, in a lower voice, ' And 
so you are still taken with this fellow's son, this young 
puppy I I thought you had more spirit and sense, 
Mary, or I never would have trusted you among 
them.' 

' There are very few people in this world half so 
good or so right-minded as Fitzjocelyn,' said Maiy, 
earnestly and deliberately. ' It waa he who bade me 
oome to you, well knowing that we could never be 
happy without your consent." 

' Ohl he did so, did het He is deeper than I 
thought would not risk your fortune. Why, Maiy, 
I did not think a girl of your sense could be so taken 
in! It is transparent, I tell yon. They get you 
there, flatter you up with their attentions, but when 
they find you too wise for them the first time, off goes 
this youth to Miaa Conway, finds her a had specula- 
tion, no heiress at all, and disposes of her to his 
cousin. I wonder if hell find old Dynevor grateful. 
Meanwhile the old Lord must needs come out here, finds 
our gains a better prize than he expected, trumps ap 
this story at Valparaiso, takes you in, and brings you 
home to this precious youth. And you, and your aunt 
too, are ready to believe it all ! I always knew that 
women were fools whenever a, title came in their way ; 
I see it more than ever now, since yon and Meliceut 
are both like the rest of 'em.' 

' Papa,' said Mary, again rallying her firmness, 'we 
have found sadly how easy it ia to be deceived when 
one is not on the spot. Will you listen to me, who 
saw it all V 

' No, Mai7, 1 will not hear the nonsense they have 
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put into your head, my poor girl. No! I tell you it Is 
of no iiBel It is my resolute purpcne that not one 
farthing of mine shall go to patch up the broken-down 
Ormer^eld property 1 The man is my eneniy, and has 
sown dissension in my &mily trom the first moment I 
connected myself with him. I'll never see my daugh- 
ter his son's wife, I wonder he had the impudence to ■ 
propose it ! I shall think you lost to all feeling for 
your &ther, if you say another word about it.' 

' Very well,' said Mary, with steady submission. 
'Then I will only write one more letter to Pitzjooelyn, 
and tell him that your objections are insuperable, and 
that he must think of it no mote.' 

' That's right, Mary ! you are a good girl, after all ! 
You'll stand by your father, in spite of all the House of 
PeetB ! I'm glad to see you hold up your head so 
bravely. So you did fency being a Viscountess, did 
you? bat it is not a. heartbreaking matter either, my 
girl!' 

This was too much fbr Mary, and when her 
father would have kissed her, she laid her head on hia 
shoulder and wept sileutly but bitterly. 

'Ha! what's all thisi Why, you don't pretend to 
oare for a young mercenary scamp like thatf 

' He is the noblest, moat generous, most disinterested 
man I ever knew !' said Mary, standing apart, and 
speaking clearly, 'I give him up because you command 
me, father, but I will not hear him spoken of unjustly.' 

'Hal hal so long as you give him up, we won't 
quarrel. He shall be all that, and more too, if yon 
like ; and well never fight over the matter again, since 
I have you safe back, my child.' 

' I do not mean to mention Mm again,' said Mary; 
' I wish to obey you.' 

' Then there's an end of the matter. Youll get over 
it, my girl, ajid well find some honest man worth 
two of jo\3T niggardly, proud-spirited earls. There, I 
know you are a reasonable girl that can be silent, and 
not go on teasing. So, Mary, you may have a cup of 
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tea for me to-morrow in the lala, like old times. Good- 
night, my dear.' 

Waiting upon himself 1 That was the reward that 
Mr. Fonsonbjr held ont to his daughter for j^roshing 
ber first love I 

But it was a reward. AnTthing that drew ber &ther 
nearer to her was received with gratitude by Mury, and 
the words of kindness in some d^ree softened the blow. 
She had never had much hope, tiiough now she fonnd 
it had been more than she had been willing to believe; 
and even now she conld not absolutely cease to enter- 
tain some hopes of the resnlts of Oliver's return, nor 
Bilence one lingering bnoy that I/>uis might yet wait 
nnbound; although she told herself of hia vaoillation 
between herself and Isabel, of hia father's influence, 
and of the certainty that he would see many ntore 
worthy of his love than herself. Not any one who 
could love him so well — oh no ! But when Mary 
found her thoughts taking this turn, she rose np as she 
lay, clasped her hands together, and repeated half aloud 
again and again, ' Be Thou my all !' 

And hy the morning, though Mary's cheek was very 
white, and her eyes sunken for want of sleep, she had a 
cheerful word for her fiither, and a smile, the very sight 
of which would have gone to the heart of any one of 
those &om whom he liad cut her oS. 

Then she wrote her letters. It was not so hard to 
make thb final severance as it had been to watch 
Louis's &ce, and think of the pain she had to inflict. 
Many a time had she weighed each phrase she set 
down, so that it might offend neither against siucerity 
nor resignation, and yet be soothing and consoling. 
Some would have thought her letter stiff and laboured, 
but she had learned to believe that a grave and carefid 
style befitted a serious occasion, and would have 
thought incoherency childish or affected. 

She released him entirely from his engagement, en- 
treating him not to rebel against the decision, but to 
join her in thankfulness that no shade need be oast 
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over' the remembrance of the bappy bonis epent toge- 
ther ; and b^jging bim not to grieve, since sbe bad, 
aiter the first pain, been able to acquiesce in the belief 
that the separation might conduce to his happiness; 
and she ahonld always regard him as one of those most 
near and dear to her, and rejoice in whatever was for 
his wel&re, glad that hia heart was still young enough 
to form new ties. ' Forgive me for speaking thus,' she 
added ; ' I know that it may wound you now, but there 
may come a time when it may make you feel more at 
ease and unfettered ; and I could not endure to imagine 
that the affection which you brought yourself to lavish 
on one so unworthy, sbonld stand in the way of your 
happineea for life.' She desired him to make no an* 
swer, but to consider thia as the final dissolution : and 
she concluded by all that she thought would prove 
most consoling, as to the present state of affairs with 
her; and with a few affectionate words, to show that 
he waa still a great deal to her, though everything he 
might not be. 

This done, Mary faced her life in the New World. 
She had to form her habits for herself, for her importance 
in the house was gone; but she went to work resolutely, 
and, lonely as sbe was, she had tax more resources than 
if ^e had never been at Ormerafield. She had many 
hours to herself, and she unpacked her books, and set 
herself courses of study, to which Louis had opened the 
door. She unveiled her eyes to natural history, and 
did not find flower or butterfly unsoothing. She un- 
dertook the not very hopeful task of teaching a tiny 
negro imp, who answered the purpose of a bell, to 
yewi and work; and she waa persevering in her efforts 
to get Xavier and Dolores to make her father com- 
fortable. 

Her father was decidedly glad of her company. He 
liked conversation, and enjoyed the morning meeting, 
to which Mr. Ward was often a welcome addition, de- 
lighting in anything so English, and finding Miss 
Pousonby muqh improved by her introduction to 
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English sodetf. SometiinM Marj Trote for faer fitther, 
and nov and then was consulted ; and she vas always 
grateful for whaterer made her feel herself <^ use. She 
was on kind and frigidly terms with Borata, but they 
did not become more intimate than at first. The 
Sefiora was swinging in a hammock half-adeep, with a 
cigarette between her lips, all the morning ; and when 
she emerged from this torpid state, in a sptendid 
toilette, she had too many more oongenial friends often 
to need her step^langht^ in hervisits, her expeditions 
to loUeriea, and her calls on her old friends the nuna. 
On a fast-day, or any otlier oocasion that kept her at 
home, she either arranged her jewels, discussed her 
dresses, or had some lively chatter, which she called 
learning English. She coaxed, fondled, and domi- 
neeted prettily over Mr. Ponsouby; and he looked on 
amused, gratified her caprices, caressed her, and seemed 
to regard her as a pretty pet and plaything. 
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CHAPTER VL 

THE TWO FEHDBAQOMa. 

Ths red dragon and the whiifl, 
Hard together gaa Uieygmite, 
TVith mouth, paw, and tail, 
Between bem wat Aill hard batail. 

lie Hittory of MtrUm. 

SFKINO woB on the bordere of Buminer, when one 
afternoon, as Ciara sat writing a note in the dnw- 
ing-rooin, she heard a tap at the door of the little 
sitting-room, and springing to open it, she beheld a 
welcome sight. 

' Loiiis ! How glad 1 am! Where do you come from X 

' Last from the station,' said Louis. 

'What makes you knock at that door, now the 
drawing-room is alive V 

' I could nob venture on an uaceremonioua invasion 
of Mts. James Frost's territory.' 

' You'll find no distinction of territory here,' laughed 
Clara. ' It was a fiction that wo were to live in sepa- 
rate rooms, like naughty ohildren. Does not the 
drawing-room look nice 1' 

'As much improved as the inhabitant. Where are 
the other natives V 

' Oranny and Isabel are walking, and will end by 
picking up Jem coming out of school. We used to 
wait for him so often, that at last he said we should 
be laughed at ; so there's a law against it which no one 
dares to transgress but granny.' 

' So I conclude that you are a happy &mily.' 
, ' After all, it was worth spending two years at school 
to enjoy properly the having it over.' 
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' I ffive Jem credit for liariug eecured a first-rate 
govemssa for you.' 

' That she is ! Why, with her I really do like read- 
ing and drawing all the morning I I almost believe 
that some day I shall wake up and find myself an ac- 
complished young lady I And, Louis, have you read 
the last Watem Magamne T 

' I have read very little for sport lately.* 

' Then I must tell you. Jem was bemoaning himself 
abont having nothing to give to the new Blind Asy- 
lum ; and the next evening Isabel brought out the 
prettiest little manuscript book, tied with blue ribbon, 
and told him to do as he pleased with it. It waa a 
charming account of her expedition to the Hebrides, 
written ont for her aiatera, without a notion of any- 
thing Airther ; but Jem sent it to this Mf^^amie, and 
it is accepted, and the first part is out. She will have 
quite a sum for it, and fdl is to go to the Blind 
Asylum !' 

' Capital ! — Let me take it home to night, Clara, and 
I will stand an examination on it to-morrow.' 

'We ask her whether she projects a sketch of the 
Paris Eevolution,' said Clara, laughing. 'She has a 
famoua heap of manuscripts in her desk, and one long 
story about a Sir Boland, who had his name before she 
knew Jem, but it ia all unfinished ; she tore out a 
great many pages, and has to make a new finish ; and 
I am afraid the poor knight is going to die of a mortal 
wound at his lady 'a feet. Isabel likes sod things best; 

but oh I here they come, and I'm talking dread&l 

treason.' 

Three more joyous-looking people could hardly have 
been found than those who entered the room, welcom- 
ing Louis with delight, and asking what good wind had 
brought him. 

' Partly that Inglewood is crying out for the master's 
eye,' said Louis ; * and partly iJiat my &ther &ncied I 
looked fagged, and kindly let me nm down for » 
holiday.' 
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'I am (^ liiB mind,' said Mra. Froet, teuderlj ; 'there 
is an M.P. expreaeioD gathering on your brows, Louis.' 

' For you to dispel, Annt Eitty. I told him yon were' 
the beet dissipation, snd Virginia was of the same mind. 
Isabe], she says Dynevor Terrace is the tmly place she 
evra* wishes to see again.' 

' Do you often see Ytrginia 1' asked IsabeL 

' 14'ot unless I go eaxly, and beg for her ; and then 
she generally has some master. That last onset of ao- 
complishments is serious I' 

'lee,' said Isabel, 'the sense of leisuia and tran- 
quillity here is marvellous ? 

' Not leisure in the sense of idleness,' said James. 

'Ko,' stud Isabel; 'but ftwrneriy idle requirements 
thronged my time, and for nothing worth doing could 
I find leisure.' 

' There is nothing more exactii^ than idle require- 
ments,' said James. ' Fray is Clara accepting that in- 
vitatioQ t Come to dinner, Louis, and give us an excuse.' 

' No, he won't,' said Mrs. Frost, ' he will take my 
ride. These young people wMit to cast off all their 
iLeig^bouTs.' 

'2Tow, gtaimy,' exclaiifted James, 'have we not 
dutifully dined all round 1 Did not Isabel conduct 
Clara to that ball t Is it not hard to r^roach us with 
sighing at an evening immolated at the shrine of tbe 
Bichardsons )' 

' Well, my deais, you must judge.' 

' I am ready to do whatever you thint right ; 1 leave 
you to settle it^' said Isabel, moviog out of the room, 
that Louis might be free for a mor« intimate conv^^ia- 
tion. 

' Now,' cried Jamee, 'ia it in the nature of things 
that sbe shonld live in suc^ society as Mrs. Walby'a 
and MiB. Bichardson's ! People who call her iitfi. 
JasMal' 

' Buch a queen as she looks among them T sud Clara. 

'One comfort ia, they don't like that,' said James. 
' Even Mrs. Caloott is not flattered by her precedence. 

TOL. n. o 
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I hope we sliaU soon be dropped out of their parties. 
As long as I do my duty by their sons, what right hftve 
they to impose the peuauce of their society on my wife i 
All the irksomenees of what she ha« left, and none of 
the compenSBitiona !' 

' Blissful solitude !' said Louis, ' thereto I leare you.' 

' You are not going yet I You mean to dine here f 
was the cry. 

' My dear Mends,' he said, holding up his hands, ' if 
you only knew how I long to have no one to speak to 1' 

' You crying out for ailenoe I' exclaimed Jamea. 

'I am panting for what I have not had these five 
months — spaoe for my thoughts to turn round.' 

' Surely you are at liberty to form your own habits 1' 
said James. 

' I am told BO whenever my &ther sees me receive a 
note,' said Louis, wearily; 'but I see that, habituated 
as he is to living alone, he is never really at ease unless 
I am in the way ; so I make our hours agree as &r as 
our respective treadmilb permit ; and though we do 
not speak mnoh, I can never think in company,' 

' Don't yon have your ridea to yourself)' 

' Why, no. My father will never ride enough to do 
him good, unless he wants to do me good. People are 
all surprised to see him looking so well ; the oountry 
lanes make bi-m quite bloomii^.' 

'But not you, my poor boy,' said his aant;'Iam 
afraid it is a sad strain.' 

' There now, Aunt Kitty, I am gone. I must have 
the pleasure of looking natural sometimee, without 
causing any vituperation of any one beyond seas.' 

'You sl«ill look just as you please if you will only 
stay. We are just going to dinner,' 

'Thank you, let me come to-morrow. I shall be 
better company when I have had my sulk out.' 

His aunt followed him to the stairs j and he turned 
to her, saying, anxiously, ' No letter T She shook her 
head. ' It would be barely possible,' he said ; ' but if it 
would only come white I am at home in peace 1' 
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' Ah ! this is sadly trying 1' said she, parting hia haii- 
(m liis brow as he stood some steps below her, and win- 
ning a sweet smile from him. 

' All for the best,' he said. ' One thing may mitigate 
aiiotber. That poUtLcal whirlpool might suck me in, 
if I tiad any heut or hopes for it. And, on the other 
hand, it wonid be veiy unwholesome to be left to my 
own inertness — to be as good for nothing as I feeL' 

' My poor dear boy, you are very good about it I 
wish you oould have been spared' 

' I did not come to make you sad. Aunt Kitty,' he 
replied, smiling ; ' no ; I get some energy back when I 
remember that this may be a probation. Her mother 
would not have thought me man enough, and that is 
what I have to work for. Whether tMs end well or 
not, she is the leading star of my life.' And, with the 
rMtewal of spirit with which be had spoken, he pressed 
his aunt's h^d, and ran down stairs. 

When he rode to Northwold, the fbllowiog after- 
noon, having spent the moming in walking over his 
fields, he overtook a most comfortable couple — Jamee 
and Isabel, returning from their holiday stroll; and 
Iiouis, leaving his horse at the inn, and joining them, 
b^an to bear all their school af&irs. James had thrown 
his whole heart into his work, had been making various 
reforms, introducing new studies, making a point of 
religious instruction, and meditating on a course of 
lectures on history, to be given in the evenings, the 
attendance to be voluntary, but a prize held out for 
proficiency. Louis took up the subject eagerly, and 
Isabel entered into the discussion with all her soul, 
and the grammar-school did indeed seem to be in a way 
to become something very superior in tone to anything 
Northwold had formerly seen, engrossing as it did all 
the powers of a man of such ability, in the full 
Tigour of youth. 

Talking earnestly, the trio had reached the Terrace, 
and James was nidatching the iron gate, when he in- 
terrupted himself in the midat of detailing his views 
o2 , 
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&n modem languages to aajr, ' No, I have nothing for 
you.' 

' 8ai, I beg yonr pardon !' was the qaick replj frcna 
a witbored, Bmall, hai not ill-dreued tdd man ; ' I only 
aaked— ' 

■ Let &e lady pass,' said James, peremptorily, wish- 
ing to save his wife from annoy&noe ; ' it is <tf no vao, 
I never look at petitiona' 

' Sorely hd ia not a beggar T sud Isabel, as be drer 

' You may be easy aboat him, my dear,' said James. 
'He has laid hold of Louis, who would swallow the 
whole Spiuiish legion of impostors. He will be after 
ns directly with a piteoos story.' 

Louis was after him, with a &ce more than half 
arch fun — ' Jem, Jem, it !s your imcle ? 

' Nonsense I How can you be so taken in ! Don't 
go and disappoint granny — I'll settle him.' 

'Take care, Jem — it is Oliver, and no mistake! 
Why, he is as like you as Pendragon blood can m^e 
him ! Go and beg his pardtm,' 

James hastened down st^xs, as Louis bounded u[v— 
sought Itfts. Frost in tbe sitting-rooms, uid, without 
oeremony, rushed up and knocked at the bed-room 
door. Jane opened it 

' He is come !' cried Louis — ' OUvot ia come.' 

Old Jane gave a shriek, and ran back wildly, dvp- 
ping her bimda Her mistress started forward — 
'' Gome ! — ^whwe V 

' Here I — in the hall with Jem,* 

He feared tiiat he bad been too precipitate, f<ff she 
bid her &ce in her hands; but it was the intensity of 
thanksgiving ; and though her whole frame was in a 
tremor, she flew rather than ran forward, never even 
seeing Louis's proffered arm. He bad only readied the 
landing-place, when beneath he heard tfae greetinf^ 
'Mother, I can take you home — Ohevelngh is yours.' 
But to h« the words were drowned in her own breath- 
less cry — ' My boy ! my boy !' She saw, knew, heard 
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ootlus^^ save that the sou, missed and mourned for 
thirty-four jesra, was safe within her arms, the longing 
void filled up. She saw not that the stripling had 
beoome a worn and elderly man, — she reckod not how 
he oune. He was Oliver, aud she had him a^piin 1 
What was the rest to her ! 

Those words ) They might be out of taste, but Fitz- 
jooelyu gueHsedthat to speak them at the first meeting 
bad been the vision of Oliver's life— the object to which 
be had sacrificed everything. And yet bow chOl and 
imheeded they fell ! 

Ijouis could have stood moralizing, but his heart 
had begun to throb at the chance that Oliver brought 
tidings of Maty. He felt himself aa intrusive spec- 
tator, aud hastened into the drawing-room, when Clara 
nearly ran against him, but stood stUL ' I beg your 
pardon, but what is Isabel telling me t Is it really f 

' Heally I Kindred blood signally failed to speak.' 

Clara took a turn up and down the room. ' 1 say, 
Louis, ought I to go down V 

' No ; leave him and granny to their happiness,* said 
Louis; and James, at the same moment running u|^ 
threw himself into a chair, with an emphatdo 'There ]*- 

' Dear grandmamma 1' said Isabel; ' I hope it is not 
too much for her.* 

James made no answer. 

'Are you disappointed in him, dear James I* Bh« 
oontinued. 

' I could not be disappointed,' he answeored, shortly. 

'Poor mui — he has a poor welciMue among you,' 
said Louis. 

' Welcome is not to be bought,' said Jamee. * I 
oould not stand hearing him reply to poor granny's 
beartfelt rapture with his riehea and his Cheveleigh, aa 
if that were all she could prize.' 

Steps were mounting the stairs, and the alert, sharp 
tones of Oliver were heard — ' Married then 1 Should 
^ve waited — done it in etyle.* 

James aad Isabel glanced at eaoh o^ier in amuseil 
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indignation; and Mrs. Frost entered, tremnloos with 
joj, and her brigbt hazel e^realuBtrons with teiars, asahe 
leant on the arm of her recovered son. He^ras a little, 
spare, shrivelled man, drolly like his nephew, but with 
all tbeyouthfuloeBsdriedout of him, the freckles midti- 
plied by scores, and the keen hlaok eyes sunken, sharp- 
ened, and surrounded with innumerable shrewd puckers. 
The movements were even more brisk, a« if time were 
money; and in speech, the emaU. change of particles 
was omitted, and every word seemed bitten off short 
at the end ; the whole man, in gestnre, manner, and 
voice, an almost grotesque caricature of all James's 
peculiarities. 

' Mrs. Eolftnd Dynevor, I presume f said Oliver, as 
Isabel came forward to meet him, 

' Kever so known hitherto,' returned her husband. 
' My wife is Mrs. James Frost, if you please.' 

* That is over now,' said Oliver, consequentially; and 
as his mother presented to him ' poor Henry's little 
Clara,' he kissed her affectionately, saying, 'Well- 
grown young lady, upon my word 1 Like her fiither — 
that's right.' 

' Here is almost another grandchild,' said Mrs. Froat 
■ — 'Louis Fitgocelyn — not much like the Fit^ocelyn 
you remember, but a new M.F. as he was then.' 

' Humph !' said Oliver, with a dry sound, apparently 
expressing, ' So that is what our Farliament is made o£ 
Father well )' he asked. 

' Quite well, thank you, sir.' 

Oliver levelled his keen eyes on him, as though 
noting down observations, while he was burning for 
tidings of Mary, yet held back by reserve and sense of 
iho tincongeniality of the man. His aunt, however, in 
the midst of her own joy, marked his restless eye, 
and put the question, whether Mary Ponsonby had 
arrived t 

' Ha 1 you let her go, did you f said Oliver, turning 
on Louis. 'I told her father you'd be no such fool. 
He was in a proper rage at your letter, but it would 
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have blown over if you bad stuck by her, and be is 
worth enough to set you all on your legs.' 

Iiouis could not bring himself to nu^e any answer, 
and his mother interrupted by a question as to Dona 
Bosita. 

' Like all the rest. Eyes and feet, that's all. Fool- 
ish business I But what possessed Ormersheld to make 
Buoh a blonder! I never saw Fonsonby in such a 
tantrum, and his are no trifles.' 

'It was all the &ult of your clerk, BobeoD,' said 
James; ' he would not refute the story.' 

'Sharp fellow, Robson,' chuckled Oliver; 'couldn't 
reAite it. So ; as he told me, he knew the way Fon- 
Bonhy had gone on ever since his wife went home, 
and of late he had sent bim to Guayaquil, about the 
£qnatorial Navigation — so he had seen nothing ; — and, 
says he to me, he had no notion of bringing out poor 
Miss Fonsonby^ — did not know whether her father 
would thank him ; and yet the best of it is, that he 
pacifies Fonsonby with talking of difficulty of dealing 
wiUi preconceived notions. Knows how to get hold, 
of him. Marriage would never have been if he had 
been there, but it was the less dam^e. Mary would 
have had more reason to have turned about, if she had 
not found him married.' 

' But, Oliver,' said his mother, ' I thought this Bob- 
was an honest man, in whom you had entire 



■Hal ha! D'ye think Fd put that in any mant 
No, no; he knows how far to go with me. Fve 
plenty of checks on him. Can't get business done but 
by a wide-awake chap like that.' 

' Is Kadison under him 1' asked Louis, feeling as if 
he had been apprentidng the boy to a chief of bandtttL 

' The lad you sent out 1 Ay. Left him up at the 
mines. Sharp fellow, but too raw for the office yet.' 

' Too eorupulous I' said James, in an undertone, 
while his uncle was explaining to his mother that he 
could not have come away wi^out leaving Bobson to 
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BumEt^ his a&iiB, and Mr. FoDBonby, and telling 
exultingly some Btoriee of the favoarite clerk's sharp 
practice. 

The pwrty went down together in a not very con- 
genial state. . 

Next to Mn. Frost's nnalloyed gladneas, the most 
pleasant spectacle was old Jane, who volunteered her 
services in hoping to wait, that she might have the 
delight of hoveling about lifsster Oliver, to whom she 
attended exdusively, and would not let Charlotte so 
much as offer Viim the potatoes. And Charlotte was 
in rather an excited state at the presence of a 
Feruvian prodaotiou, and. the flutter of expecting a 
letter which would make her repent of the smiles and 
blnshes she had expended over an elaborate YaloDtinei 
admired as an original production, and valned the 
more, alas 1 because poor Marianne had received non& 
Charlotte wai just beginning to repent of her un- 
generous triumph; and agitation made her waiting less 
defl and pretty than usual ; but this mattered the leea, 
since to Oliver any attenduice by women-sen^nte waa 
a ehook, as were the small taUe and plain &re; and 
he looked round uneasily. 

'Here is an old friend, Oliver,' said his moth^ 
taking np a curious uld soup-ladle. 

'I see. It will take some time to get up the stock 
of plate. I shall give an order as I pass through 
London. To be engraved with the Dynevor crest aa 
before, or would you prefer \he lozenge, ma'am)' 

' Oh, my dear, don't talk of it now ! I am only sony 
this is nothing but mutton-broth j but that's what 
comes of sudden arrivals, Oliver.' 

'It shall be remedied at home,' said Oliver, as if he 
considered mutton-broth as one degree from fiunine. 

' X know jou had it for me,' said Louis. 'If Jane 
excels in one art before all others, it is in mutton-broth.' 

Oliver darted a glance aa if be imagined this com- 
pliment to be mere derision of his mother and Jane. 

Things went on in this style all the evening. Oliver 
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had two ideas — Cheveleigli, and' the Eqnafoiial Steam 
Kavigatioa Company — and on theae he rang the change. 

There was aomething striking in his devotion of a 
Hfetime to redeem his mother's fortunefl, but the 
grKodeur was 'not easily Ttsible in the detail. He 
came down on Dynevor Terrace as a consequential, 
TDOQtrfed man, contemptuous of the poverty which 
he might hare alienated, and obtruding tardy and 
oppresaiTe patrons^. He rubbed sgaLnst the neir 
generation in too many places for obarity or gratitude 
to bo eaay. He was utteriy at variauce with taste, 
and openly Intiadied unworthy sentimutts and opinions, 
and his kindnesB and hi»' diapleaaure were equally 
irksome. If such repugnance to him w«e fdt even 
by Louis, the least personally affected, and the best 
able to sympathize with his aunt; it was &r strongef 
in James, abhcnring patronage, sensible that, happen 
what might, his present perfect felicity must be dis- 
turbed, and devoid of any sentiment for Cheveleigh 
that could make the restoration compensate for the 
•bligatioin so unpleasantly enforced ; and Isabel's 
fitstidiouB taste made her willing to hold aloof as far a» 
might be without vexing the old lady. 

There was no amalgamation. Fitzjocelyn and Isabel 
were near the window, *« lying over her former home 
and her sisters, and all the particulars of the society 
which she had left, and he had entered ; highly in- 
teresting to themselves and to the listening Clara, but to 
the uninitiated sounding rather like ' taste, Shak> 
speare, and the musical giataea.' 

Oliver and his mother, ratting close together, vren 
livii^ in an <^ world ; asking aiid answering many a 
melancholy question on friends, dead or lost flight of, 
and yet theae last they always made sure that they 
should find when they went home to Cheveleigh — that 
home to which the son reverted with unbroken alle- 
giance ; while the whole was interspersed with accounts 
a£ im plans, and explanations of bis vaart designs for the 
renovation of the old pkce, 
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James hovered on the outsHrts of both parties, too 
little at ease to attach himself to either ; fretted by his 
wife's interest in a world to which he was a stranger, 
impatieiit of his ancle's plana, and trebly angered by 
observing the shrewd curious glances irhioh the old 
man cast from time to time totrarda the pair by the 
window. Fortnaately, Mrs. Frost was stiil too ab- 
solat«ly wrapt in maternal transport to mark the 
clouds that were gathering over her peace. To look 
at her son, wait on him, and hear his voice, so fiilly 
satisfied her, that as yet it made little difference what 
that voice said, and it never entered her mind to snp- 
poee that all her dear ones were not sharing her bliss. 

'You were the first to tell me,' she said, as she 
bade Loois good night with fondness additional to her 
messenger of good news ; but, as he pressed her dear 
old trembling hand, his heart misgave him whether 
her joy might not be tamed to pain; and when he 
congratulated Jane, and heard her call it a blessed 
day, he longed to be certain that it would prove so. 

And, before he coiild sleep that night, he wrote a 
letter to Tom Madison, warning him to let no tempta- 
tion nor bad example lead him aside from strict justice 
and fair dealing ; and advising him rather to come 
home> and give up all prospects of rising, than not 
preserve his integrity. 

James and Isabel were not merciful to their uncle 
when they could speak of him without restraint ; and 
b^an to conjecture his intentions with regard to them. 

' You don't wish to become an appendage to 
Oheveleigh V said James, fondly. 

' 1 1 who never knew happiness till I came here !' 

' I do not know what my uncle may propose,' said 
James, ' but I know you coincide in my determinatioii 
that he shall never interfere with the duties of my 
offioe.' 

' You do not imagine that he wishes it f 

' I know he wishes I were not in Holy Orders. I 
knew he disliked it at the time of my ordination; bat 
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if he wished me to act sccording to hia viewB, he 
should have given himself the right to dictate.' 

' By not neglecting you all your youth.' 

'Not that I regret or reeent what concerns myself; 
but it was his leaving me a burden on my grandmother 
that drove me to become a clergyman, and a consistent 
one I will be, not an idle heir-apparent to this estate, 
receiving it as hia gift, not my own birthright.' 

' An idle clergyman 1 Never 1 never 1' cried IsabeL 
' I should not believe it was you ! And the school — 
you oould not leave it jnab as your plans are woi^ing, 
and the boys improving!' 

'Certainly notj it would be fatal to abandon it to 
that stick, Fowelt Ah I Isabel,' as he looked at her 
beautiful cotmteuanoe, ' how I pity the man who has 
not a high-minded wife ! Suppose you came begging 
and imploring me not to give any umbrage to the man, 
because you so doted upon diamonds.' 

' The less merit when one has learnt that they are 
very cold hard stones,' said Isabel, smiling. 

Isabel was a high-minded wife, but she would have 
been a still better one if her loving admiration had 
^owed her to soften James, or to question whether 
pride and rancour did not lurk unperceived in the 
midst of the really high and sound motives that 
prompted him. 

While their grandmother oould only see Oliver on 
the best side, James and Isabel could only see him on 
the worst, and lost the greatness of the design in the 
mercenary habits that exclusive perseverance in it had 
produced. It had been a &lse greatness, but they could 
not grant the elevation of mind that had originally 
concaved it. 

The following day was Sunday, and nothing worse 
took place than little skirmishes, in which the uncle 
and nephew's retort and rejoinder were so drolly simi- 
lar, that Clara found herself thinking of Miss Faith- 
full's two sandy cats over a mouse; bat she kept her 
simile to herself, finding that Isabel regarded the 
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feinteat, gentlest comparison of the two gentlamen 
almoKt as an atEront All lu^iial debute iraa staTed off 
hy Mrs. Froat'e entreaty tliat busineBs dlBouaaion should 
be deferred. ' Humph 1' said Oliver, ' you reign hore^ 
ma'am, but that's not the way we get on at loma.' 

' I dare say,' said James. 

lira. Frost's joy wbjb still niitUmmed. It was alraoafc 
a trance of gladness, trembling in her smile, and over- 
flowing in her eye, at every ooQgratulatiou and squeeze 
of the hand &om her friends. 

' D«ar Jeminy,' said she, taking his ann as they went 
home in the evening, ' did not that psalm, seem meant {or 
«a) — 'If riches increase, set not your heart upon them,* ' 

James had been thinking it meant for eMne one; 
hut, as he said, ' certainly not for you, dear granny.' 

'Ahl snares of wealth were set &r «iough &taa 
me for a time I I never felt so covetous as when there 
was a report that Uiere was to be an opposition scho<d. 
But now your dear niude is bringing pro^ierity back, 
I must take care not to set my heart even on what ha 
has gained for me.* 

' I defy riches to hurt yon,' said James, smiling. 

'Ah! Jemmy, yon didn't know me as a oonntf 
grandee,' she said, with a bright sod look, * when your 
poor grandpapa used to dr^ me up. I'm an old 
woman now, past vanities, but I never could sit aa 
loose to them as your own dear wife does. Inevertried. 
Well, it will be changed enough ; bi^ I shall be glad to 
see ])oor old Cheveleigh. It does me good to hear poor 
Oliver call it home. If only we had your dear &ther 1* 

' To me Dynevor Terrace is home,' said James. 

' A happy home it has been,' said the old lady^ 
■ ' Goodness and mercy have followed me all the dajrs (tf 
my life!' And now, Oliver, whom I never thought to 
Bee again — oh ! what can I do to be thankful enoogh t 
I knew what he was doing! I knew he was not what 
you all thought him I And roughing it has been no 
harm to you or Clara, and it b all over now ! And 
ihe dear old place oomes back to the old same. <^ 
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JemeB, I can Bometimea hardly^ cotitaia myself — that 
my poor boy has done it, aad all for me, and his 
brother's children 1' 

James could acanKJy find it in hia haart to say a 
aingle word to dosip her joy, and ail hie resolatlon. 
enabled him to do waB to aay gently, ' You hitov, 
dear granny, we must not forget that I am a olerg3rmaa.' 

' I know. I haTe been tiling your uncle so ; but 
-we can do Bomething. You might t^e the curacy, 
and do a great deal of good. There used to be wild 
places sadly neglected iu my time. I h<^ that, since 
it has been given back to as, vb may feel it laate aa a 
«tewaf dship than I did when it was mine.' 

Jamee e^ed, and looked softened and thoughtfuL 

' Your -imde means to puix^uee an annaity for Jane,' 
she added ; ' and if we could only think what to do ^ 
the FaithAdls I I wonder whedier they would oome 
and stay with us. At least they can never tcz tlieD^ 
selves agum at not paying rent 1' 

Alter ft paase — ' Jem, my dear, eonid yon manage to 
give your uncle the true account of your mamage f 
He admirea Isabel veiy much, I can tell you, and is 
pleaaed at the counesion. Bnt I ^usy, tiiough he 
will not say so, that Mr. Ponaonby has desired him te 
find oHt ah he can about Louis 3 and unluckily they 
have persuaded themselves that poor Louis courted 
Isabei, saf^xwing that she w&a to have Beaochastel, and, 
finding his error, betook himself to Mary.' 
■ ' Tinning Isabel over to me ! £ztremely Mattering.' 

' K«w, Jeiu, don't be angry. It is only foolish talk ! 
But unluckily I can't persuade your nncle not to think 
Uto real story all my partiality ; and you might do 
much more, if it be not too unpleasant to you.' 

* Thank yon, granny, it is out of the question. If 
it were as he does ns the htmomr to imagine, I should 
be the last person to oonfesa it My evidenoe oonld 
be of no service to Fit^ocelyn, when my uude's maxim 
is to plaee confidence iu no one. The sole refotation 
in my power is the terms on which we meet,' - 
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' Now, I have vexed you. I wish I had said nothing 
about it ; but when dear Lotus's happiness may depend 
on his report — ' 

' If I were base euough to have acted as be supposes, 
I should be base enough to deny it. There is not' 
enough to be hoped to lOAke me speak with unreserve 
on such a sabjeot.' 

He saved himself &om saying — to such a man ; but 
the shrewd, suspicious old bachelor waa not an inviting 
confidant for the vicissitudes of delicate and tender feel- 
ingsof such recent date, and Krs. Frost reproached herself 
with asking too much of her proud, sensitive grandson. 

The black gown and trencher cap by no means 
gratified Oliver, when James set off to school on Mon- 
day morning ; but he consoled himself with observing 
' We shall soon put an end to that,' 

' James is qnite devoted to the school,' said Isabel ; 
and she was answered by the diy growl, 

' It will be a hard thing to transplant our young 
people,' said Mrs. Frost ; ' they have managed to be 
very happy here.' 

' So luotl of transplantation that I doubt the possi- 
bility,' said Isabel. 'You have made us take very deep 
root here.' 

' Have you ever seen Cheveleigh, Mrs. Dynevorf 

' Never.' 

' Poor Oliver 1 you and I think no place equal to our 
birthplace,' said Mrs. Frost. 

' I should think Mrs. Boland Dynevor would find it 
oompensation. How xoany beds did we make np, 
mother, the year my father was sheriff F 

'You must go to Jane for that,' said his mother, 
laughing. ' I'm sure I never knew.' 

' I believe it was twenty-seven,' said Oliver, gravely. 
' I know there were one hundred and eighty-five per- 
sons at the ball, and that the room was hung with 
blue brocade, mother; and you opened the ball with 
Lord Francis. I remember you hsd violet satin and 
white blonde,' 



THE TWO FXNDAA.GONS, 95 

' My dear, how oan yon remember such things } Tou 
were a little bit of a Bchoolboy !' 

'Iwas sixteen,' Baid Oliver, 'Itwastbe year'13, 
I will have the drawing-rooia hung with blue brocade, 
acd I think Mrs. Bol&nd Dynevor will own that nothing 
oaa exceed it' 

'Very likely,' eaid Isabel, indifferently j and she 
escaped, beckoning with her Clara, who was rather 
entertained with the reminiscences over which granny 
and Uncle Oliver seemed ready to lingerfor everj and 
yet ate waa rather ashamed of her own amnsement and 
interest, when she heard her aister-in-law say, ' If he 
did but know how weary I am of that hateful thing, a 
great house T 

' I hope Cheveleigh is not grander than Ormersfield,' 
said Clu1^ ia an odd sort of voice. 

The ladies, for the fint time, did not sit together this 
morning. Clara practised, and laabel took the Chapel 
in the VaSey out of her desk, and began a process of 
turning the Sir Roland into Sir Hnbett. 

Oliver and hia mother were in the sitting-room, and, 
on James's return from school in the middle of the 
day, he was summoned thither. Mrs. Frost was 
utting by the fire, rather tearful and nervous, and her 
son stood fiill in the front, as dignified and mt^nani- 
moos as si2» and features would permit, and the same 
demeanour was instantly and imoonaciously assumed by 
his nephew, who was beyond measure chafed by the 
attempt at a grand covp. 

' I have requested your presence,' began Oliver, ' as 
the eldest son of my elder brother, and thos, after my 
mother, the head of our family. You are aware that 
when unfortunate circumstances involved my mother's 
property, it was my determination to restore the in- 
heritance to her, and to my dear brother Heuiy. ¥<a 
this object, I have worked for the last thirty-four 
years, and a fortunate accident having brought our 
family estate into the market, I have been enabled to 
secure it, I am now ready to make it .over to my 
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moth«Er, iritii entail to yourself and your bein, w 
representatirefl of my brother Henry, and settling 
five thooetutd pounds on your aUter, u the portion to 
-which the younger ohildrea of our fiunily have alwdys 
been entitled. If you are -willing to reside at our 
fiunily seat -with loy mother, I -will aware you of a 
Buitable altowaooe during her lifetime and — ' 

Nothing w&a more intolerable to a man like Jamca 
tlian a shower of obligations ; and his spirit, angered 
at the very length of the address, caught at the first 
opening for avoiding gratitude, and beheld in the last 
proposal an absolnte bribe to make him sacrifice his 
■a<^ed minixtiy, and he burst forth, ' Sir, I am much 
obliged to you, but no offers shall induce me to forsab 
the duties of my calling.' 

'You mLstaJce, if you think I want anything nn- 
olerioaL No ocoaaion to hunt — Mr. Tresham -used in 
my day — no one thought the worse of him — unlucky 
your taking OrdeiB.' 

'There is no- use in entering on that point,' said 
James. ' No other course was leift open to me, and my 
{ax>fe8sioa cannot be taken np nor laid down as a 
matter of convenienoe.' 

' Young men are taught to think mtve seriously than 
they were in our day,' said Mrs. Frost. ' I told yoa 
that you must not t^ to make him turn squire.' 

' Well ! well I good living may be had perh^ia 
Hove to Cheveledgh, and look out for it at lebun^ 
if nothing else -will content him. But we'll have this 
dmdgery given up. Til not go home and show 'my 
nephew, heir of the Dynevors, keeping a third-nts 
grammar-school,' said Oliver, with his one remainizig 
Eton quality of contempt for provincial sohools. 

The North wold scholar and nuator were both roused 
to arms in James. 

' Sir,' he said, ' you should have thought of that 
when you left this heir of the Dynevors to be educated 
by the charity of this third-rate granuuar-schooL' 

' Is this yoor gratitude, air 1' passionately exolaimsd 
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Oliver; 'I, who have toiled my whole life for your 
benefit, might look for another return.' 

'It was not for me,' aaidJames. ' It was for family 
pride. Had it been from the affection that claims 
gratitude, you would not have left your mother in her 
old age, to labour unaided for the support of your 
brother's orphana. For ourselTes, I thank you ; the 
habits nurtured by poverty are the beat education ; but 
I cannot let you suppose that a grand theatrical restora- 
tion can atone to me for thirty years' neglect of my 
grandmother, or that my gratitude can be extorted by 
benefactions at the eipense of her past suffering,' 

' Jem I dear Jem ! what are you saying V cried 
Mrs. Frost, ' Don't you know how kindly your uncle 
meant 1 Don't you know how happy we have been V 
' Tou may forgive. Tou are his mother, and you 
were injured ; but I can never foi^t what I have seen 
you undergo.' 

' You foolish boy, to forget all our happiness — ' 
' Not,' proceeded James, ' can I consent to for^ the 
career of usefulness that has been opened to me.' 

' But, Jem, you could be ao useful in the parish 1 
and your uncle could not wish you to do anything 
unhandsome by the trustees — ' 

' I wish him to do nothing, ma'am,' said Oliver. ' If 
he is too high and mighty to accept a fevour, it is his own 
loss. We can do without him, if he prefers the Fitz- 
jocelyn patroni^. Much good may it do him. !' 

James deigned no answer ; lookcHl at his vatch, and 
found it time to return to the school. 

Oliver broke out into angry exclamations, and his 
mother did her utmost to soothe him. He had no turn 
for being a countiy-gentleman ; he was fit for nothing 
but his counting-house, and he intended to return 
thither as soon as he had installed his mother at Cheve- 
ieigh ; and so entirely did all his plans hii^ upon his 
nephew, that even now he was persuaded to hold out 
his fot^veness, on condition that James would apolo- 
gize, resign the school, and call himself Dynevor. 
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Mrs. Frost hoped that Isabel would prevail on her 
husband to listen favourably; but Is^l gloried in 
. his impracticability, and would have regarded any 
attempt at mediation aa an unworthy effort to turn 
him aaide from the path of duty. She replied, thatahe 
would never say a word to change hia notions of rights 
and ahe treated poor Oliver with all the lofty reserve 
that die had formerly practised upon poxsible suitors. 

When Fit^ocelyn came in the afternoon to take 
leave, before his return to London, Mrs. Frost begged 
him to use hia influence with James. 'Who would have 
thought it would have eo turned out T she said. 'My 
poor Oliver I to he so met after all his generous plans ! 
and yet Jem does want to do right I' 

Unfortunately, Louis felt that^ to own Oliver's gene- 
rosity, it was necessary to be out of sight of him ; and 
finding that there was silence and constraint in the 
drawing-room, he asked Isabel to walk with him to meet 
James. 

< One breathes &eely I' said ^e, aa they left the 
house. ' Was there ever a more intolerable man t 

' Never was a man who made a more unlucky error 
iu judgment.' 

■ And that is all you call it 1' 

' The spurious object warped the mind aside,' said 
Louis. 'The grand idea was too exclusive, end now 
he suffers for the exclusivei^BS. It is melancholy to 
see thecinder of a burnt-offering to Mammcm, cepeciidly 
when the offering was meant for better things.' 

In this strain he ohoee to talk, without coming to 
particulars, till, near the comer of the old square, &ey 
met the Wonting throng of boys, and presently Jamee 
himself, descending the steps of the grim old gr^ 
building. 

' I thou^t yon would forgive me for coming to meet 
yon under such an escort,' said Isabel, ' especially as it 
was to eeca^ iroca our Peruvian relative.' 

' Poor in*Ti I it was a great [uty he did not come last 
year !' said Louis. 
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' I am glad I have no temptation to bend to Ida wiU,' 
returned Jamee. 

' Ha 1 I like the true core of the quarrel to disfda; 
itself.' 

' Fit^ocel}m, you do not mean that you do not fully 
approTe of the course I have taken I' 

'Extremely mt^o&tumous, but not quite unprece- 
dented. Witness St. Bonan's Well, where the younger 
Scrogie abjuree the name of Mowbray.' 

'Pshaw! Louis, can't you understand 1 Frost is a 
glorious name to me, recording my grandmother's 
noble exertions on onr behalf; bat I can imagine it to 
be batetiil to him, recalling Ute ne^ect that made her 
slaving neoeaaw^y,' 

' For which amiable reason you insif* on obtruding 
it. Pray, are the bouses henoefbrth to be Froet Ter- 
race or Arctic Bow f 

' Are you come to laugh or to remonstrate 1* exclaimed 
James, stopping. 

' Oh ! you want to put on your armour 1 Oertainly, 
I should never tell if I were come to remonstrate, nor 
ahculd X venture in such a oaae — ' 

"Then you are oome to approve,' said IsabeL 'I 
knew it I' 

'little youtwocare— eachofyousureofanadmiring 
double,' 

' I care for your opinion e& madi as era Z did,' said 
Jaiae& 

' Exactly so,' said Louis, Imighing. 

' I desire to have yoor judgment in this matter.' 

' If I could judge, I would,' said Louis. ' I see you 
right in principle, but are you ri^t in spirit ! I ow^ 
my heart bleeds for Aunt Kitty, r^aining her son to 
battle with her graadaon.' 

' I am very sorry for her,' said James ; ' but it can't 
be helped. I cannot resign my duties here for the sake 
of living dependent on a suitable allowance.' 

' Ah I Jem 1 Jem I Oliver little knew the damage 
his n^l£Qt did vou.' 

h2o 
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' What dcunage V 

' The fostering an nglf little imp of mdependence.' 

' Aye ! you grandees have naturally a distaste for 
independence, and make oommon cause against it.* 

' Espeoiallj trhen in a rabid state. Take care, Jem. 
Independence never wbb a Christian duty yet — ' 

' lien, you want me to go and live on the hoards for 
the sake of which my grandmother was left to toiL 
Ton would like to see me loitering about, pensioned to 
swell the vanity of Cheveleigh, neglecting my vows, 
forsaking my duties — ' 

' You unreasonable man 1 Ts there no way in this 
whole world for you to do your duty as a clergyman, 
bat hearing N'orthwold boys the latin grammar V 

' Then, what do yon want me to do }' 

' I don't want you to do anything. You are the 
man to know what is right ; only, Isabel, don't help him 
to hate people more than can possibly be avoided; and 
don't break dear Aunt Kitty's heart amongst yon. 
That's what I care most about I' 

When Lonis bade his aunt farewell, he threw his 
arm round her neck, looked fondly at her, and said, 
' Dear annt, you won't let them tease you f 

' So, my dear, I am getting past being teased,' she 
'said. * Vexations don't hurt me as much ag love does 
me good, and they'll not forget their affection. It is 
all goodness in Jem, and poor Oliver will imderstand 
it when I have got him into our home ways again; bnt 
he has been so long away from home, poor fellow T 

' That's right. I won't be uneasy for you. Squabble 
■ ae they will, they won't hurt you. But, oh ! Dynevor 
Terrace without you !' 

' Ah I yon must come to me at home P 

'Home I Fm like Jem, jealous for this old house.' 

' It is odd how little I feel these things,* said his 
annt. ' If any one had told me, when I tore myself 
away &om Cheveleigh, that I should have it back, how- 
little I should have tjiought that I could take it so 
easily ! I wonder at myself when I wake in the mom- 



THB TWO PEKDRAGONS. 101 

ing ttat I am not more moved by it, nor by leaving 
this dear old place. I suppose it is because I have not 
long to stay anywhere. 1 can keep notJiing in my 
head, but i^t I have got my Oliver !' 

' I believe it is the peace that ia not of this world !' 
Baid Louis. 
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CHAPTER VIl 

BOLAKD ASD OLITSS. 



Twaa old ancestral pride, 
Twos hope to nise a, fallen honse 

From penniy'B diagruce^ 
To purchaee back from nsnrera 

The birthright of his race. 

Tht Lvmp of Onld—C, Mackat. 

MARY'S letter arrived not long after Louis's retnm 
to London ; aDd her calm, aerioua, beantifutly- 
expresaed &rewell came upon him at last like a blow 
which had been long impending, but of which prepara- 
tion had failed to lessen the weight. 

' All 1' said the Earl, when the chief part bad heeit 
read to him, 'she is admirable and excellent as ever. , 
It is a great disappointment that ehe is unattainable ; 
but I am glad she writes bo aenaibly, and sees that it is 
right jou should think no more about her. After all, 
the connexion with that fellow Ponsonby might have 
been very troublesome, and it is well, as she says, that 
it was all over while you are so young.' 

' Young or old, there is do other Mary in the world,' 
Btud Louis, sadly. 

' We will say no more abput it now. I understand 
you, but you will think differently by-and-by.' 

Louis did not answer. He knew that oUiere might 
have been deceived by the tardiness and uncertainty of 
his attachment ; but that it had taken Bnob deep root, 
that he believed he could no more detach himself 
from Mary than if she were his wife,- His heart 
fiunted as he thought of years without the strength 
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and Boothiog wltiolt her very letter breathed foirth ; as 
he pictured to himself altentationB between his chill 
aod stately home and the weary maze of London, fore- 
saw perauasions from his &Uier to induce him to 
form some new attachment, and dreaded to think of 
the facility with which, perhaps, he might still be led 
out of his own convictions. Yet lie stiil believed 
that patience and peweverance would win the day, and 
tried to derive enooucagement and energy from the 
thought that this might be a trial sent for the very 
purpose of training him in steadfastness. 

A strong impulse drew him to Bryanston Square, 
where Misa Ponsouby was very kind and warm, the 
more so becaose she had discovered how much easier it 
had been to say than to unsay, and strongly regretted 
the injustice she had doaa him. He had iJte satisfac- 
tion of talking for a good hour about Maiy, and of 
Bending a uesaage, that he did not write because he 
wished to be guided by her in everjrthing, and that he 
was striving to work so as to please her. The conver- 
EtaUon ended with some good auguries aa to the effect 
of Oliver's tetum to Peru ; and Louis went away 
cheered, bearing the final dismissal better than his 
feither had expected. Lord Ormerstield attributed his 
tranquillity to having his mind settled; aad so it was, 
though nc^ quite as his lordship imagined. 

Meantime, there was a lull at Dynevor Terrace. 
Oliver was gone to take possession and furnish the 
mansion, and Mrs. Frost's great object was to keep the 
subject from irritating her grandson, so as to save him 
&om binding himself by any rash vows. Cheve- 
leigh was treated in the domestic circle with judicious 
silence; Oliver's letters were read by his mother in 
private, and their contents communicated to Jane alone, 
whose happiness was surpassing, and her contempt for 
Dynevor Terrace quite provoking to poor Mrs, Martha. 

'Eeally,' said Charlotte one day, '1 don't think a 
catastrophe is half so pretty as it ought to be. Mr. 
Oliver is but a poor little puny man, and I never knew 
Mr. James so hkrd to please.' 
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Charlotte and Mariaime bad b^nn to merge their 
rivalrf in honest friendship, cemented b; Mariauue'a 
increasing weakness, and difficnlty in getting through 
even the light work her uuBtress required. Jane petted 
her now Btill more than Charlotte, and was always 
promising her the delightful air and the luxuries of 
Cheyeleigh. 

'See here, Charlotte,' said Marianne, one aitemoou 
when thej sat down together to their sewing ; Mari- 
anne's eyes were brighter, and her cheeks pinker, than 
for many days — ' See here ; it is for your good I show 
it you, that yon mayn't bnlld on no &lse expectations. 
It was marked private ; but I think it but fair you 
should see.' 

' Mine was marked private too,' said Charlotte, slowly, 
as she fixed her eyes on the envelope Marianne held 
out to her, and putting her hand into her pocket, pulled 
out a similar one, directed to Miss Arnold. 

Marianne scarcely suppressed a shriek, gasped, and 
turned pale. Each lady tJien proceeded to unfold a 
pink sheet of note-paper, containing an original copy 

of verses, each labelled, ' On a ludr of .' Then came a 

scen(«d shining note, requesting to he informed whether 
the right construction had been put on some words 
that had dropped Irom the Miss Couways, and if it 
were true that the reverend and respected Mr. F. 
Dynevor had come into a large fortune. In that case, 
Mr. Delaford, meroenaiy considerations apart, would 
take the earliest opportunity of reugning his present 
position, and entering the family which contained his 
charmer. 

The Merry Wives were parodied by the hyste- 
rical maids; Charlotte might afford to laugh, but 
Mariaone's heart was more in the matter, and they 
struck up such a chorus that Jane broke upon them, 
declaring that they would frighten Mrs. James Frost out 
of her senses. When Charlotte told her what was the 
matter, her comment was, 'And a verygood thing, too, 
that you should find him out In time ! A pair of silly 
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girk you 1 I alva^ was thautful I never could write, 
to be deluded vith nosaense by the post; and I am 
more so than ever now I Come, leave off orying, 
Marianne; he wn't worth if 

' But how shall we answer him, Mrs. Beckett V said 
Charlotte. 

' Never demean yourself to answer him,' said Jane ; 
' let him never hear nought about you — that's the best 
for the like of him. I can tell him he need not be in 
no hurry about giving warning to l^ady Conway. At 
Cheveleigh we'll have a solemn, steady butler, with no 
nonsense, nor verses, nor guitars — forty yeara old — and 
a married man.' 

Charlotte took the advice, and acted with dignified 
contempt and silence, relieved to imagine that Tom had 
never been in danger &om such a rival. Marianne did 
not divulge the tender and melancholy letter of re- 
proach that she posted privately ; but she grew paler, 
and coughed more, all that bri^t summer. 

Mrs. Frost had refused to let any cause remove her 
fix)m Northwold, until after an event which it was 
hoped would render James less disdainful of bia iu- 
heritanoe. But — 'Was there ever anj'thing more 
eonlrdryl' exclaimed Jane, as she prepared to set oat 
the table for a grand tea. ' There's Master James as 
pleased and proud of that there little brown girl, as if 
she was as fine a boy as Master Henry himsel£ I do 
believe, upon my word, it is all to spite poor dear 
Master Oliver.' 

Poor Jane, she was almost growing tart in her par- 
tizanship of Oliver. 

The little brown girl was no dove of peace. Her 
father decidedly triumphed in the mortification that 
her sex was to others of the fiunily; and though he 
averred that the birth of a son would not have 
made him change his mind, he was well satisfied 
to be spared the attack which would have ensned. 
Oliver, Uke Jane, appeared to r^ard the poor child as a 
wilful offence, and revenged himself by a letter a 
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oing that Ghra iFoold be liis heiireBs; mformation which 
Mrs. Froet kindly withheld from her granddaughter, 
is the hope of a reconciliation. 

Lord Ormerslield took James ih hand, undeitaking 
to make him hear common eense ; but the aease was 
unfortnnately too common, and the authoritative man- 
ner wafi irritating, above all when a stately wamiug 
was given that np Church-preferment was to be expected 
from his influence ; whereupon James considered him- 
self insulted, and they parted very stiff and gi-tuid, the 
Earl afterwards pronouncing that nothing was so 
WTongheaded as a conscientious man. But they were 
too much accustomed to be on respectfully quarrelsome 
terms to alter their regard for one retort more or less ; 
and after all, there were very few men whom Lord 
Ormersfield liked or esteemed half so much as the fear- 
less and uncompromising James Frost — James Frost — 
as he curtly signed himself, in spite of all l/ouis's wit 
on Eoknds and Olivera — and yet those soft satirical 
speeches did more than all direct attacks to shake his 
confidence in his own magnanimity; more especially 
because Fitzjocelyn always declared himself incom- 
petent to judge, and never failed to uphold that he 
was BO far right, that his ministry must stand above 
all worldly considerations. 

The breach had become so wide, that Oliver would 
not have accepted the terms he had formerly offered. 
His object seemed to be to pique his nephew and 
niece, by showing them what they had lost. He wrote 
the most magnificent descriptions of Cheveleigh, and 
insisted that his mother and Gara should come and 
take possession on the eightieth birthday of the former, 
the 1 4th of September ; and Isabel was recovering so 
rapidly, that there was nothing to oppose to hie pro- 
jeoti although the new Catharine would be aoamely 
three weeks old by that tima 

Thereupon came down, addressed to Clara, a case of 
Peruvian jewels, newly set in London — intended doubt- 
less to excite great jealousy in her sister-in-law. Poor 
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OliTerl ooiild he but bave biown that Isabel only 
glauoed at them to tell Clara the names of the tnnia- 
ments, and to relieve her mind by HBSuraaoee that th« 
vhole of a set need &ot be worn at once I Next arrived 
an ezoeediugly smart French millin er, -who, by the help of 
Jane and Mariaone, got Clara into her toils, aod pinned 
and measured her for a whole mortal morning ; and 
even grandmamma ordered a black velvet gown and 
accompanimenta. 

Lastly, there descended on Clara's deroted head a 
cheque for a sum which terrified her imagination, and 
orders to equip herself suitably as Miss Dynevor of 
Chereleigh, who was to enjoy the some allowance half- 
yearly. Her first idea was whAt delightful presents could 
be made to every one; bates she was devising showers of 
giftB for her niece, James cut her short, — ' I am sorry 
to give yon pain, Clara, but it must be understood that 
neither directly nor indirectly can I nor mine receive 
anything bought with toy uncle's money.' 

' That was the only thing to make me not hate it,' 

' It is best you should hate it.' 

'Idol Why did he come home to bother ubT Oh, 
Jem, can't I still live here, and only visit there f 

'No, Clara. The care of granny is your first duty; 
and during her life, so long as you are single, her homs 
most be yours.' 

The edict was^ven in stem self-abnegation; but 
James was very kind t-o her, treatii^ her as a victim, 
and spending his leisure in walking about with her, 
that she might take leave of every favourite haunt. 
He waa indulgent enough even to make no objection 
to going with her to Ormerefield, where she wandered 
about the. park, visited old scenes with Louis, and went 
over all his improvements. His cottages had as yet 
the sole &nlt of looking too new, and one of his tenants 
would not shut up his pigs ; but otherwise all was going 
on well, and Ijiglewood was in the excitement of 
X/oois's first harvest. He walked about with ears of 
wheat in his hand, talked knowingly of loads and acres, 
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and had almost taught his &ther to watch the baro- 
meter. It added to Clara's regrets that she should 
mias the harveat-Bupper, for which he and Mr. Holds- 
Torth had wonderful designs ; but it was not to taka 
place until Pit^^ocelyn's return &om. Gheveleigh. 
Oliver had invited him and hia father to conduct Mrs, 
Frost thither, and add idat to her reception; and thi«, 
as Clara said, 'was the only comfort in the business.' 

James had effectually destroyed all pleasure on her 
part, and had made the change appear an unmitigated 
misfortune, even though she did not know what she 
would have thought the worst. Congratulations were 
dreadful to her, and it was all that Isabel could do to 
persuade her to repress her difilike bo as not to distrfisa 
her grandmother. 

To Mrs. Frost it was pain to leave what she owned, 
with thankful tears, to have been a happy, peaceful 
refuge for her widowhood and poverty ; she grieved 
over each parting, oluag to the Faithfnlls, reiterated 
fond oonnsels to Isabel, and could hardly bear to de- 
tach herself &om the great-grandchild. But still it 
was her own son, and her owa home, and Oliver and 
Cheveteigh were more to her than even James and 
Dynevor Terrace ; so that, though she was sorry, it waa 
not with a melancholy sorrow, and she could stUl hope 
against hope, that uncle and nephew might be brought 
together at last, and that a son of James would yet 
r^gu in the dear old place. 

Beudes, she had not time to be unhappy. She was 
fully employed nursing Isabel, dolug honour to the 
little one, answering Oliver's letters, aoperistending 
Clara's wardrobe; choosing parting gifts for innumer- 
able friends, high and low; and making arrangements 
for the inexperienced household. 

Jane's place was to ba — not exactly supplied, but 
occupied by a cook. Miss Dynevor was to have ' a 
personal attendant;' and Mrs. Beckett begged that 
Marianne might be chosen, since she could not bear 
to see the poor thing sent away, when in so much need 
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of care. The diamonds, the Frencli miUinety, and 
Jane's motherly care, came in strong oontrast to 
the miserable lodging, or the conBumptive hospital, 
which poor Marianne had begun to anticipate; and 
weeping with gratitude, she declared that she had never 
seea nor thought of such kindness since her mother 

Isabel seldom roused herself to underatand anji,hing 
about her servants ; but she liked Marianne, and was 
^ad Clara should have her, aiuoe she was not strong 
enough to undertake nursery cares. She believed it 
had not agreed with her to sit up late. Compunction 
for having been the caose had never dawned on Isabel's 

Charlotte was to remain at Dyneror Tertaoe ; James 
and Isabel wished to keep her,and Mrs. Beckett thought 
her sufGoiently indoctrinated with her ways to have 
some chance of going on well. ' Besides,' as Jane said, 
' I can't be accountable for taking her into that large 
jamily, until I see what company there may be. She's 
a well-behaved girl enough, but she's too pretty and 
too simple-like lor me to have her among the common 
run of servants. I'U see what I can do for her, when 
I see what sort of a housekeeper it is.' 

And Jane gave Charlotte infinite injunctions, vary- 
ing from due care of the ' chaney images ' to re- 
serve with mankind. 'Because you see, Charlotte,' 
she Biud, 'you'U be terribly forsaken. Mrs. James, 
poor dear! — ahe would not know if the furniture 
weren't rubbed once in ten years; but you must "make 
it a pride to yourself to be &ithfuL' 

' I am faithful I' cried Charlotte. ' I never cared for 
that traitor, Delaford, and hia guitar ; but I could not 
get rid of him. And I'll tell you what — I'U seal up 
his fine red book, and all his veraes ; and you shall 
leave them in London as you go through, with my 
compliments. I think that will be proper and scornful.' 

' Hoity-toity ! That's what she's at ! The best 
thing you can do too, Charlotte; and I'm glad that 
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you've too mucli epirit to pine like poor Maiianne. 
I'd take my affidavit that if the crowner could ait upon 
her when ahe dies — and die she will — that there fine 
gentleman and hiB guitar will be found at the bottom 
of her chest. But don't go off about that now — 
though 'tis the reaaon I won't part &om the poor thing 
till I can help — the better luck for you that you'd got 
more in your head than Taaitiea and furbelows. What 
I meant was not being faithful to him out in Peru — 
that's your own afiair ; but the being faithful to your 
duty to your mistrees, whether she's after you or not. 
You know what a good servant i^ and you've got to 
ahow it un't all ^e-Bervice.* 

Charlotte cried heartily. No one else was allowei-, 
that privilege when the 13th came, excepting Mrs. 
Froet hereel£ James, aftaid that a ncene would hurt 
his wife, severely fcffbade Olara to give way; and the 
poM- girl, mute and white, did as ahe was told, and veo- 
tured not a word of &rewe)l, though her embraces 
were convuluve, and when she went down stairs she 
could not help kismng Charlotte. 

James handed his grandmother to her seat in the 
carriage which was to take her to the station. 

' Good-bye, my dear,' she said ; ' I know the day will 
oome when all this will be made up. You know how 
I have loved you both.' 

' I wish my uncle all good.' 

' I see it now,' she said, holding his band between 
both of hers. ' It is mj fault. I fostered our family 
pride. May God take away the sin from us both !' 

The words were hardly tuiicuiate through tears, and 
perhaps Jamee did not hear. He hurried Clara down 
the garden and into the carriage, and she had her last 
nod from Miss Faithfull at the open window. Miss 
Heroy was at the slation, wtuther achool-hours hful 
hindered Jamee from accompanying them, but where 
they found Lord Ormera£eld and Louis. 

The warm-hearted little woman was all tears and 
smiles. ' Oh ! dear Hra Frost, I am so sony, and yet 
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it is selfish. I am so happy ! but where shall we find 
Buch another neighbour)' 

* Come and see us. You know you are to persuade 
your sister.' 

'Ah!' She shook her head. 'Salome is hard to 
move. But you — ^you are such a traveller — ^you will 
oome to see Mr. James V 

' Tm eighty to-morrow : I little expect to make any 
more journeys ezoept one, Mercy. I never look to see 
poor Morthwold more ; but it has been a {4aoe of bless- 
ings to me, and you have been one of them. Don't 
think I'm too glad to go away ; but I cannot but be 
thankful that my dear boy is bringing me home to lay 
me down where my &ther and his fatiier lie.' 

It was said with that peculiar cheerfulness with 
which happy old age can contemplate the end of the 
pilgrimage; and she looked at Louis with a sunny 
smile. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 



When likol time, wi' l[ghtl7 foot, 

HmI trod on thirty yean, 
I sought *gMii my nsttTS luid 

Wi' many hopes and tetie. 
As I drev near my sncieDt pHo, 

My heart beat a' the way ; 
The place I passed seemed yet to ipeak 

Of HDme dear former day. 
Some peoa; chielg, a naw-epruag race. 

Wad next their welcome pay i 

But sur on ilka well-kecDed face 
I missed the youthful bloom. 

Mias Blakibb. 

OLIVER tad sent orders to his mother to sleep in 
London, and proceed the next moming hj a train 
which ■would arriye at about two o'clock. 

On that eventful mo m in g , Clara was the prey of 
Mrs. Beckett, Marianne, and the French milliner; and 
in Buoh a flounced glacg silk, such a lace mantle, and 
such a flowery bonnet was she arrayed, that Lord 
Ormerafield bowed to her as a stranger, and Louie 
talked of the transformations of the OiraSe. ' la it not 
humiliating,' she said, 'to be ao altered by finery) Yon 
might dress Isabel for ever, and her nobleness would 
Burmount it alL' 

' If you are not the rose, at least you have lived near 
the rose,' said Louis. 'You don't tall quite short of 
the character of Miss Dynevor.' 

' I wish I were going to school,' said Clani, as they 
passed aloi^ familiar streets ; ' then, at least, some one 
would pity me.' 



THE ESSTOEATION. 113 

Aiter two hoars spent on tlie railroad, the ti^n 
entered a district with the bleakness, but not the 
beauty, of the neighbonrhood of mountains ; the 
fresh September breeze was laden with smoke, and 
stations stood thick upon the line. Am the train 
dashed up to one of these, a flag was seen wavinff, 
and the about of 'Oheveleigh, Gheveleigb roadi' 
greeted them. 

On the platform stood a tall footman, in the most 
cnnmson of coats, powdered hair, and a stupendous 
crimsoa and white shoulder-knot, such as Clara had 
oaij seen going to St. James's. She would never have 
imagined that she had any coooeru with such splen- 
dour; but her grandmother asked him if the carriage 
were there, as a mere matter of course, and Jane de- 
volved on him all luggage cares, as coolly as if she had 
been ruling over him all his life. 

As they issued from the station, a thin, uncertain, 
boyish cheer rang out, and before them stood a hand- 
some open carriage and four chestnut horses, with 
crimson postillions, and huge crimaon-and-white satin 



'Wont they all turn to rata and pumpkins 1' whis- 
pered Clara to Louis. 

• 'Eless the poor boyf cried Mrs. Froat, between 
laughing and crying, ' what has he been about 1 Does 
he think I am the SberifTB lady still f 

The party entered the carriage, and the crowd of 
little boys and ^Is, flymen and porters, got up another 
' hurrah !' as the four horses went thundering o^ with 
Mrs, Frost apologizing — 'Poor Oliver's notions were 
on sucb a grand scale 1 — He had been so long absent, 
that he did not know how much these things had been 
disused.' But no one could look at her bright tearful 
eyes, and quivering mouth, without seeing that she 
exulted in her son's afl'ection and his victory; and after 
all it was natural to her, and a resumption of old habits. 

They drove through two milea of brown flat heath, 
with fa.r-away mountain outlines, which she greeted as 

YOL. II. I ,, 
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dear friends. Here and thra© the engme-hoose of a 
mine rose Qp atnong ababby buildings, and by-iind-l^ 
was seen a square diurch-tower, vitii lofty pinnacles, 
among' whicli floated forth a flag. The old lady caugKt 
hold couTulBtTely of Clara's hand — 'The old chonh ! — 
My old church ! — See, Clara, liiat is where your dear 
grandiatber lies I — My last home I' 

With brimming eyes ZUrs. Frost gazed on it as it 
came forth mote distinctly, and Clara looked with a 
sense of awe; bat rending her away from grave 
thoughts, shouts burst upon her eam, and above them 
the pealing crash of tdl the bells, as ihey dashed 
under a splendid triumphal arch, all evergreens 
and dahlias, forming the word ' Welcome !' and 
were met by a party on horseback waving th^r hats, 
while a great hunah borst out fit>m the nimibers who 
lined the street. Mrs. Frost bowed h^ thanks and 
waved her hand. 'But oh!' she said, almost sobbing, 
'where am II Tlus ienot Cheveleigh.' 

Lord Ormersfleld showed her a few old houses that 
they both recognised, looking antiquated in the midst 
of a modem growth of narrow, conceited new tene- 
ments. The fdionting crowd ha»i, to Fitgooelyn's eyes, 
more the aspect of a rabble than of a geQione rejoicing 
■peasantry. What men there were looked beer-attracted 
rather than reputable, and the main body were whoop- 
ing boys, women, nurse-girls, and babies. The suspicion, 
crossed him that it was a new generation, without 
memories of forty year* since, wondering rather than 
welcomii^, in spite of arches, bells, and shouts. 

Afteor another half-mile, a gate swung wide beneath 
another arch, all over C. D., theF. stndiously omitted; 
and the oorri&ge wheeled in amid a shower of tight 
little nosegays from a squadron of sohool-childran. 
They drove up the long approach, through flr planta- 
tions,. which drew from Mrs. Frost a cry of friendly 
recognition-^^r h^ husband had planted them ; but 
they had not taken kindly to the soil, and fifty years 
had produced but a starveling growth. Beyond lay 
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an expatiBe of patched brown turf, here and there an 
eucloBUire of unprosperoua tresB, and fiill in front stood 
the iride Bpaoe of stuccoed 'wtjl, with a great Gothic 
window ftdl in the midat, and battlementB in the 
castellated style of the early years of the nineteenth 
century. 

Ho one spoke. After the first glanoe, Mrs. Frost 
shut her eyes to restrain the hot tears that arose at the 
thought of the -vrintry morning, when ice-drops hnng 
hoary on the fir-treee, as she had driven away from the 
portal, wiienoe mnsic was now pealing forth a greeting, 
and where Oliver was standing on the very spot where, 
with clenched hand, he had vowed that all should be 
restored. 

Alas 1 how much was in Ids power to restore 1 

Qaity-dressed people surrounded the entrance, and, 
amid Mumphant strains from the band, the carriage 
stopped, and Oliver held out his hand, saying, ' Welcome 
home, mother !* 

She leant forward, kissed his brow, and suffered hiin 
to lead her up the steps to the hall-door, Lord Ormers- 
field conducting Clara. At the door Mrs. Frost paused, 
to turn, curtsey, and sign her thanks to the throng who 
had followed. Her noble aspect and demeanour, so fiill 
of dignity and feeling, obtained a freah and more genuine 
acclamation; but throughont there was a strange sense 
of unreality; she seemed like ona performing a part 
to gratify her son. Clara asked her cousin if it 
were not like acting a play ; and it was plain to him 
that the spectators beheld it with more onriosity than 
sympathy. 

They were ti new race. Property had changed hands 
rapidly in a region of trade and manu&cture, and the 
old Dynevor name had been foi^otten past recall, amid 
the very population who were thriving upon the iden- 
tical specnlationa which had swamped Mr. Frost's for- 
tune. If the crowd without looked like a mob, the 
assembly within had a pareenu appearance; and as 
Oliver handed his mother across the ball, he muttered 
I 2 
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Bomething, as if lie Tere disappointed both in the 
nnmber aod consequence of his gueato. 

He led her into a magnificent apartment, all gilding, 
bine brocade, and mirrorB, as &r as might be aft^ 
the model of the da^s of the Shrieraltf ; but the bare 
splendour could ill recall the grace and el^^nce that 
had then reigned there without effort. Peru had not 
taught Oliver tast« either of the eye or of the mind, 
and his indefatigable iutroductionB — 'M^ mother, 
Mrs. Dynevor, my niece, Miss DyneTor, Lord Ormera- 
field, Lord Fitsijocelyn,' came so repeatedly aa quite to 
jingle in their ears. 

Sir Andrew Britten, a burly cotton lord, with a wife 
iix all the colours of the rainbow, seemed to be the 
grand guest. His lady seated herself beside Mrs. 
Frost, and began to tell her, with & tone of patronage, 
how good a neighbourhood it was, and how much plea- 
sure she should have in introducing Miss Dynevor. 

In Tain did Mrs. Frost look for a face she knew, 
and inquire from her new acquaintance after &miliar 
old names of places and people. The places were either 
become factories, or some charming new family lived 
there : and for the people, it seemed as if she might as 
well ask for antediluvians; Lady Britton had seldom 
beard their names, or if any tra<» Buryived, they had 
never been on her visiting Ust. 

A.t last Oliver came up to her, saying, 'Here, 
ma'am, Mr. Henderson chums an early acquaintance 
with you.' 

' Mr. Henderson 1' »nd she eagerly started up, but 
looked baffled. 

' Little Geoi^ Henderson,' said thd grey-headed 
gentleman — ^for once a real gentleman — 'I asBure you 
I have not for^tten the happy days I have spent 
here.' 

' Little George I' aa she took him by both hands — 
'who would have thought it] You were little Q«orge 
with the apple cheeke. And are no more of you here T 

He shook his head sadly, ■ They would have been 
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even more glad than I am to welcome yon Iiome ; tlief 
were older, and knew you better.' 

'Ah! I must learn to ask no questions. And yet, 
that dear sister Fanny of yours — 

' Gone many years since, ma'am. She died in India. 
I hope my daughter Fanny may put you a little in 
mind of her.' 

' Ib she not here T 

' Why, no. I wished to bring her, but she is but 
fifteen, and mamma will not trust her out without 
hersel£ We are quiet people, and the world is growing 
too gay for ua.' 

' Claca and I must come to find you out Can you 
believe this tall creature ia poor dear Heniy's daugh- 
ter!' as Clara hastened to greet her father's playfellow,- - 
with an alacrity which piqued Lady Britton into a 
supercilious aside to Lord Pitgocelyn that the Hender- 
sons were in poor circumstaiices, and no one visited 

' And ia no one here whom I know ) Not one of 
the old set, George T asked the old lady, mournfully. 

' I fear there b hardly any one,' said Mr. Henderson. 
' All seem even to me new people. Stay, do you 
recollect old Mrs. GoldingP 

After a little confusion, Mr. Henderson's old Mrs. 
Oolding proved to be Mrs. Frost's young Mrs. Golding ; 
and, on the eager inquiry whether she were present^ 
ensued the ntelancholy answer that she was deaf and 
infirm, only just able to amile with pleasure at the 
tidings of her old fi-iend'a restoration; and the daughter, 
whom she could only just believe to be grown up, was 
a worn, elderly woman, Not even the one h^rtfelt 
greeting was without sadness ; and Clara likewise met 
with one solitary satisfaction, and that a very mixed one. 
Mr, Danvers, the young curate, whom Oliver had not 
thought worth presenting, was hailed by Fitzjocelyn as 
if their slight Oxford acquwntance had been an intimacy, 
and was by him introduced to Clara as belonging to 
James's college. She frankly held out her hand, but was 
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discomfited by Mb mqnuy for her brother, whom he 
had hoped to meet. Loula eaid aranething about 
not expecting the schoolmaster abroad in the half- 
year, and Clant vas not at all gratefiil to him for 
relieving her from the embamBsment, but re^izded 
the reply as a shabby pireTaricatiou, and was much 
incliiKd to Speak out; bnt Louis was drawing the 
curate into conversation about the population, and 
hearing but a desponding history. It was interrupted 
when Oliver, after waiting in rain for more distin* 
guished company, began to marshal his guests to the 
grand hall, paved wilii black and white marble, and 
with a vast extent of wall and window, decked with 
evergreens, fiaga, and mottoes. Here a cold collation 
was prepared, with a. band in a music-gallery above, 
and ail the et ceteras dear to county papers. Oliver 
himself handed in Lady Britton, hia mother fell to the 
kit of the Earl, and Fitgocelyn received orderi to 
conduct a hancJBome, young, giggling Mrs. Smithers, 
who, never having been in contact with a live Xjord, 
wanted to make the moat of him, and, before she had 
arrived at her place, was declaring that it -was a most 
interestii^ occasion, just like a scene at the Opera. 

Louis glanced back to see what became of Clara, 
and, frnd irig her following with Sir Andrew Britton, 
contrived to sit immediately opposite to her, at the 
long, narrow table, with nothing between them but a 
couple of cold chickeDS and a tongue garoished with 
transfixed crayfish. His eyes were, perhaps, a greater 
support to her thafl even conversation ; for she gathered 
a little philosophy and charity from their cheering 
smile and arch twinkling, and she managed to listen 
civilly to her neighbour, while she saw that her cousin 
was being very polite to Mrs. Smithers. She was a 
great way from ^ other friends, for the table had been 
spread for a more numerous assembly, and the company 
sat in little clusters, with dreary gaps between, where 
moulds of jelly quaked in vain, and lobater-Balads 
wasted their sweetness on the desert air. Her uncle 
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could juet be seen in the far perspective at the bead 
of the table; and^ between bun and the Karl, Louis 
descried his Aunt Catharine, looking bright, with a 
little embellishing Smb on her withered cheek. 

Sir Andrew was not & la^j's man; and, aftmr he 
had heard how far Miss Dynevor had come to-day, 
that she had never ridden, and had not seen the 
Menai tubular bridge, be discontinued the difficult 
taak ; and she, finding that he had not evea seen the 
cathedral, which she had passed only fifteen miles oS, 
gave him up, and occupied herself with watching the 
in&nite vairiety of affectations which Mrs. Smithers 
was playing offj-and the grave diversien with which 
Louis received them. The lady was evidently tiTing 
to discover what had been the intennediate history of 
Mrs. and Miss Dynevor; and Louis was taking plea- 
sure in baffling her, with cool, quiet answers, especially 
when she came to the questiou whether Miss Dynevor 
had not a brother, and why he was not present. It 
appeared that Oliver had made almost as if his mother 
bad been buried and dug up again; involving the 
thirty-four years of her exile in such utter mystery, 
that people had begun to make all sorts of wild stories 
to account for her proceedings; and Lord Fitgooelyn's 
explanation that she bad lived in her own bouse in 
Northwold, and taught him the Latin gramm^ seemed 
quite a disaj^intment from the simplicity and want 



The weary banquet bad arrived at ioea, and Ctara 
hoped the end was near, when^be wome trial of 
speeches began. Mr. Henderson was declaring bow 
strongly he felt the honour which bad been devolved 
on b'"), of expressing the universal joy in having so 
excellent and much-beloved a neighbour restored by 
the noble exertions of her son. He said all that the 
rest of the world ought to have felt, and so heartily 
and sinceruly aa to make every one imagine the whole 
the genend sentiment, and the welcoming hurrah was 
cordial and joyous. Mrs. Frost was deeply touched 
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and gratified, and Lord Ormersfield congratulated 
himself on having instigated Oliver to give this toast 
to Mr. Henderson. If Clara could have driveu James 
from her mind, ahe woald have been delighted j but 
there ootdd be no triumph for faer where he was 
excluded. 

The Earl returned thanks on behalf of his annt^ 
and Baid a great deal that could have come from the 
mouth of DO one 'nnaccostomed to public speaking,' 
ending by proposing the health of ' Mr. Oliver Frost 
Synevor.' In the midst of 'the fine old English 
gentleman,' while Lonis was suppressing a smile at the 
incongruity, a note was brought to him, which he 
tossed to Clara, purporting that he was to return 
thanks for her. She bent over the table to say, ' Tou 
will say nothing I cannot bear to hear,' folded her 
bands, and shut her eyes, as if ahe had been going to 
Btandfire. 

Oliver's clear, hanh tones, incapable of slowness or 
solemnity, began to return thanks for himself, and 
pronounce this to be the happy day to which he had 
been looking throughout his life — the day of restoring 
the fiuoily inheritance to his mother, and the child of 
hia elder brother; he faltered — he never could calmly 
speak of Henry. Failing the presence of one so dear, 
he rejoiced, however, to be able to introduce to them 
his only daughter, and he b^ged that his &ienda 
would drink the health of the heireas bf Cheveleigb, 
Miss Dynevor. 

Never did toast apparently conduce so Kttle to the 
health of the subject. Unprepared as Clara was for 
such a declaration, it was to her as if she had been 
publicly denounced as the supplanter of her brother. 
She became deadly white, and sat bolt upright, stiff 
and motionless, barely stifling a scream, and her eyes 
fixed between command and entreaty on her cousin, 
without seeing, far less acknowledging, the bows 
levelled at ber. Xiouis, alarmed by her looks, saw that 
no time was to be tost ; and rising hastily before any one 
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'waa ready, perilled hia fame for eloquence by rapidly 
BSBuring the gentlemen and ladies tliat Miss Dynevor 
was truly sensible of the kindness of their welcome, 
and their manner of receiving the toast. Then 
pushing back his chair, mth ' never mind,' to Mrs. 
Smithers and her scent-bottle, he was at the back 
of Clara's ohair almost before her conAised eyes 
had missed him in her gasps for breath, and impulse to 
do something desperate; and so she might, if his 
voice had not been in her' ear, his hand grasping 
hers, both to console and raise her. ' Clara, come, 
take care.' She obeyed, but trembling so much that 
he was obliged to support her. Others would have 
risen ia aUuin, bat he silenced them by signs, and 
entreaties that no one woold frighten her grandmother. 
There was a large glass door standing open under the 
Qothic window, and through it he led her out upon a 
wide green lawn. She drew her breath in sobs, but 
conld not speak. Louis asked her to untie her bonnet, 
and touched the string, which was merely a streamer. 
This brought a kind of laugh, but she unfastened the 
iMinnet herself, and the first use she made of her 
t>reath was fiercely to exclaim — ' How conld yon ! 
"Why did you not tell them I never will — ' 

' Sit down,' said Ixiuis, gently, ' Let me fetch some 
water.' ■ 

' No — no — let me get away from this place P and she 
almost dragged him fdong, as fresh cheers and peals of 
music broke out, till they had entered a lonely walk in 
a sort of wilderness of shrubs. Btill she hurried on, 
till they came out on a quiet little garden, where the 
tinkling of a little fountain was the only sound; the 
water looked clear and fresh with the gold-fish darting 
in it, and the sun shone calmly on the bright flowera 
and wavy ferns adorning the rockwork. 

'What are yon doing, Clara) You must rest here,* 
said he, drawing her down on a rustic braich, intended 
to represent a crocodile. 

'I can't rest here I I must go home! I'm going 
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home to Jeml' ahe exdaimed, obeying, however, 
because, thoogh she could run, she could not Btaud. 

' Dear Clani,' he said, affeotionAtely, ' it w» much 
worse than I expected. I never b^eved he could 
have committed himself to such an open declni&tion, 
especially without warning.' 

' m not stayl' cried Clara, with all the vehemenoe 
of her Synevor nature. Til go atrught home to 
Korthwold to-morrow morning — ^to-night if I could. 
Yes, I will ! I never came here for this 1' 

' And what is to become of my poor Aunt Kitty V 

' She has her Oliver! She woiUd not have me pat 
Jem out of hia birthright.' 

' James will not be put into it.' 

She wrenched away her hand, and looked at him 
with all her brother's fieoveness. ' And you !' she cried, 
■ vrhy could not you speak up like a man, and tell them 
that I thank none of them, and will have nothing to 
say to any of them; and ijist if this ia to belong to 
any one, it must be to my noble, my glorious, generous 
brother; and, if he hasn't it, it may go to the Queen, 
for what I care 1 I'll never have one atone of it. Why 
oould you not say so, instead of all that humbugl' , 

' I tiionght the family had afforded quite spectacles 
enough for one day,' said Louis; 'and besides, I had 
some pity upon your grandmother, and on your tmcle too:* 

'Jem told me grandmamma claimed my first duty; 
but he never knew of this wicked plan.' 

'Yes, he did.' 

' Knew that I was to supplant him!' 

' Yea ; we all knew it was a threat of your nnole ; 
but we spared you the knowledge, thinkmg that aH 
might yet be accommodated, and never ezpectdng it 
would come on you in this sudden way.' 
' 'Then I think I have been uniairly used,' cried 
Clara ; ' I have been brought here on fabe pretences. 
As if I would have come near the place if I had 
known it !' 

' A very false pretence that your grandmother must 
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not be left alone at eigkly, hj the child whom she 
brought up,' 

' Ob, Louia I you waot to tear me to }neoe8 !' 

' I haye pity on my aimt ; I have fiir more pity on 
your uncle.' Claia stared at him. 'Here is a maa 
who started with a grand heroic purpose to redeem, the 
estate, not for himself but for her and hia brother; . 
he exilee himself he perseveres, till this one punult, 
for which he deuies himself home, kindred, wife or 
child, abBorbs and withers hiTn up. He returns to 
find his brother dead ; and the children, for whom he 
•acri£ced all, set againat him, and rejecting his favouts.' 

This was quite a new point of Tiew to Clara. ' It is 
his own iaul^' she said. 

'That a misfortune is by our own &ult is no 
comfort,' said Louia, ' Hia apparent neglect^ afler 
aU, arose from hia absorption in the one objoot' 

'Yes; but how shameful to wish James to forget 
bis Ordination.' 

' A strong way of putting it. He asked too much : 
bat he would have been, and may yet be, contented 
with conoessionB involving nothing wrong. His way 

Sf life can hardly have taught hipi to appreciate 
ames's somples, as we do; and even if right and 
■wrong were more neatly partitioned between them 
than I tiunk they are, it would still be hard on him 
to find this destined heir spurning his benefits.' 

'What are you coming to, Louis) You think 
James right 1' 

' I woiUd give the world to think so, Clara. One 
motive is too high for praiae, the other — No, I 
will say nothing of it. But I could wish I had not 
precipitated matters last year/ 

'What, would you have robbed us of our few 
happy months V 

'It was your uncle whom I robbed; he would 
otherwise have oome home like a good genius; but he 
found you all happy without bim, and with no grati- 
tude to spare for hun. And there he sits at the head 
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of that long melancholy table, tiTiag to bring Back 
days that have gone too far ever to be recalled, and 
.only rsiaing tbeir Apectree in Una mocking finery; 
scarcely one man present, vliose irelcome cornea from 
his heart; his mother past the days of heeding the 
display, exc^t for his sake ; Ms nephew rejecting 
him ; you indignant and miserable. Oh, Clara ! I never 
aaw more plainly money given for that which ia not 
bread, Hjid labour for that which satisfieth not. Empty 
and hollow as the pageant was, I could better bear to 
take my part in it, bo far as truth would let me, than 
tell that poor man that the last of his brother's 
children rejects him and his benefits.' 

'At this rate, you will make a hero of Uncle Oliver.' 

' It is because he is One of thia world's heroes that he 
is distasteful to you.' 

*I don't understand.' 

' Exclusive devotion to one object, grand though 
it waa, has made him the man he appears to ns. 
Think what the spirit must have been that conceived 
and carried out such a design 1 Depend upon it there 
is a greatness in him, which may show, when, as dear 
granny says, she has cured him of all he learnt awaf 
from home. I think that must be the work for which 
you are all brought together here.' 

' But I can't &rust out Jem. I won't stay here on 
those terms. I shall protest — ' 

' It is not graceful to make an nprou- about your own 
magnanimity, nor to talk of what is to happen after a 
man's death. Yon don't come here to be heiress, but 
to take care of your grandmother. There ia no 
need to disturb the future, unless, to be sure, you were ' 
obliged to explain your expectations.' 

' Ah ! to be sure, any way I could restore it all to 
James.' 

' Or, better still, you may yet be able to draw the 
uncle and nephew together, and bring back peace and 

' Then I must stay and bear all this, you think!* 



THE ttESTOEATION. J25, 

■ Ab a mere matter of obedience, certainly,* 
. Clara's countenance fell. 

'That may deprive it of the brilliance of a voluntary , 
eaorifice; but, after all, it is what makes your course 
safe and plain.' 
. < And very dismal, just because no one will believe so.* 

'So the safer for humility,' said Louis. 'Perhaps 
the dear old Terrace did not offer training and trial, 
enough. I try to believe sometting of the kind in my 
own case. If choice had been mine, I should hardly 
have been exactly what I am; and you know how my 
chief happiness has been put £ir from me; but I can 
imagine that to be at the summit of my wishes might 
foster my Bluggishneas, and that I might rest too much 
on better judgment than my own, if it were beside me. 
Probation maybe safer than joy; and you may do 
more good to yourself and others than even under 
Isabel's wing. Only think of the means in your hands, ' 
and all the wretched population round! There will be 
some hope of help for the curate now — 'besides, I shall 
know where to come for subscriptiona next time I run 
cra^ about any wonderful charity.' 

Clara smiled. ' 1 suppose I must bear it,* she said. 

' For shame, Clara ! With Aunt Kitty, who would 
make a pala«e of a dungeon, in the glorious glow of 
auch a sunset, tiiming each cloud to red and purple 
radiance by the very force of love and faith, who 
could regret the being beside her ) My own dear 
and precious aunt, to see her so haji^y, with bliss and 
peace so undisturbed, so far above these toys, and these 
distresses, gives me a sort of fear — ' 

' Oh, don't, Louis — ' 

They were interrupted by approaching voices. Clara 
hastily started up, as her uncle and Lady Britton 
appeared in the green alley. 

' Ob, must I go back to them all ] My head does 
ache!' 

Iiouis gave her his arm, pursued the path in the 
opposite direction, and emerged at the lower end of the 
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bowling-green, Drith the battlemented front of the 
house rising before them. Presently, he met his &ther 
searching for him. * Poor Ghuu has been oTercome,' he 
■aid, in explanation. ' The apeechi^Tng has been too 
much for her.' 

It was the first time that Clara had appeared to the 
Earl in any light but that of an idle school-girl, and he 
said, kindly, ' It nrast have been very trying. There 
ehotild hare been more preparation. Your uncle would 
have shown better taste in sparing your grandmamma' 
BO obtntaiTs a reception, and I was much pained both 
for her and for you during some of the speeches.' 

Sympathy from Lord Ormerafield nearly overthrew 
Clarat^iain, and she involuntarily squeezed Louis's arm. 
He asked for his aunt, and was told, 'She is in the 
house, entertaining these people. They do not know 
when to go away. How could Oliver inflict such a 
party on her 1 and such a style of people!' 

' I must go and help her,' said Louie. 

Clara was in no condition to appear, but Lonis caused 
Mrs. Beckett to be summoned, and committed her to 
her care. Her transport was one of the few pleasant 
things of that day. ' Oh, Miaa Clara ! Oh, my Lord ! 
Was thereeverthe liket Isn't Master Oliver the most 
blessed boy ] Missus in her own home again! Eight 
men, and a French man-cook ! If ever I thought to 
see the day I Heroldroomjust asit was, only grander ! 
Oh, if poor Mr. James was but here !' 

'Ay, Jane, and here's Clara thinking herself ill 
about Mr. James. Take her up and give her some 
tea, and make her fit to behave prettily by-and-by, that 
granny may not be vexed.' 

Having seen her a^e under Jane's fondling care and 
infectious exultation, he betook himself to the drawiog- 
room, relieved his aunt's anxiety by a whisper, and won 
golden opinions fix>m the whole company, before they 
were fidrly got rid of; and Oliver begged to conduct 
his mother to her apartment. ' Yes, my dear, I must 
go to poor little Clara.' 
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'I've np feare for Clara,' said Oliver, as he led her 
upstairs. ' Knowii^ youitg fellow to wait for my an- 
councementl I can give her near donble what -Fon- 
■onbj could. I'd not object — old Dynevor blood — ' 

' My poor Oliver, you have bo learnt to think of 
money, that you can't believe others live for anything 
else. Youll leton yoiir mistake.' 

' You think the young chap meant nothing 1 I shall 
look sharp after him, then. I look on Clara aa my 
own. ril have no trifling.' 

' You may save yourself the trouble,' said hia mother, 
'They miderstand each other — they have always been 
like brother and sieter, and I cannot have the children 
teased, or things put into their heads.' 

Oliver laughed his scornful chuckle, and said he did 
not understand that sort of brother and siater; but 
happily he became absorbed in showing his mother tUe 
fittings of her splendid bedroom. 

Cl^% had the comfort of cling^g round her grand- 
nother's neck, and being told that it was all nonsense. 
Jem ahmild have his rights, and TTncle Oliver would 
learn to love and honour him at last ; and she waa a 
good child, and ought to have been prepared, if granny 
could have guessed he would do it so publicly and 
suddenly; bat she must forgive him, for he was beside 
himself at having got them home again, and he could 
not make enough of her because she waa poor Henry's 
child. So she saw granny must not be grieved, and 
she let herself be dressed for a constrained dinner 
in the vast dining-room, where the servants out- 
numbered the diners, and the silver coveis bore the 
Dynevor dragon as a handle, looking as spiteful as 
some of the race could da 

Oliver was obliged to conclude that no offer had 
passed between the two young people ; but on the way 
home next morning the Earl observed, ' Clara Frost 
has a fine figure, and is much improved hy dress. She 
shows excellent feeling, and does credit to her educa- 
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< The Fendnigoa blood never had a dner develop- 
meat,' said Louia. 

' Even supposing justice done to poor Jamea, aho will 
have a handsome portion. Oliver will have fiir more 
to dispose of than the five thousand pounds guaranteed 

' Poor child 1' swd Louis. 

' Yes, I pity her for being exposed to his parading. 
He forgot the gentleman in his merchant's office. l£ 
you should ever have any thoughts of rescuing her from 
him, my approval would not be wanting, and it would 
be the easiest way of restoring her brother.' 

' My dear &ther, if Clara and I were always sister 
and brother when she was poor, we certainly shall be 
no more now.' 

Lord Ormerafield mentally execrated Mr. Fonsonl^, 
and felt that he had spoken too soon. 

Jane's felicity was complete when, a few days after, 
she received, addressed in Lord Fit^ocelyn's hand' 
writing, an lUxtelrated News, with a whole page tmntaiB-- 
ing 'the reception of Mrs. Dynevor of Cheveleigh,' with 
grand portnuts of all the flounces and veils, muty 
gratuitous moustaches, something passing for Oliver 
standing up with a wine-glass in his hand, a puj^y 
that would have perfectly justified Mr. Ponsonby's 
aversion representing Lord Fitgo(«lyn, and no gaps at 
the banquet-table. 

That picture Mrs. Beckett caused to be framed and 
glazed, kept it as her treasure for life, and put it into 
her will as a l^acy to Charlotte Arnold. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

THS QIANT OF THE WE8TKBH BTAB. 
Come, let at range ths aiibteiTaneBa VMi, 
I>u-k catacombs of ■gea, twilight dells. 
And footmarks of the oentoiiea long put, 
'Wluch look OD oi from their sepulchtal oella. 
Then glad emerge we to the cheering day. 
Some sUD-migeil hmght, or Alpine snowy crown. 
Or ChimbonBo towering far away 
O'er the great Andca chain, and, looking down. 
On fla f i"g Cordilleras, mountain thrown 
O'tf moontaan, vaat new reahns. 

The Oitatiott — Brv. I. Willum b. 

T H"F- same itupression of the Illitiirated London 
News which delighted Jane Beckett's simple heart 
in England, caused no small seuRatioQ at T''Tn^, 

Dofia Bosita cast one glance at El Viteonde there 
prartrayed, and then became absorbed in Clara's bonnet ; 
Mr. Robson pronounced Lord Ormersfield as good a 
likeness as Mr. Dynevor ; Mr, Ponaonby cast & scomfiil 
look and smile at the unlucky figure representing Fita- 
jocelyn; and not a critical voice was heard, excepting 
Tom. Madison's, who indignantly declared that they had 
made the joung Lord look as if he had stood behind a 
counter all his life. 

The juxtaposition of Lord Fit^ocelyn and Mr. 
Dynevor's niece, was not by any means forgotten. It 
looked very like a graceful conclusion to Olirer's 
exertions that he should crown their union; and the 
county paper, which had likewiBe been forwarded, very 
nearly hinted as much. Mr. Ponsouby took care that 
-the paragraph should be laid in his daughter's way, and 
he offered her the sight of Oliver Dyuevor's own letter. 

VOL. n. K , 
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Mary suspected that he regarded it aa something 
conclusive, and took oare to read it when there were no 
eyea to mark her emotiona. 'Ormersfield and his son 
were there,' wrote Oliver. 'The young ntan is not so 
soft as he looks. They tell me he is going to work 
Eeneibly at the estate, and he has a sharp eye for the 
main chanca 1 hear he played fast and loose till he 
found your daughter hod better proBpecte than Mian 
Conway, whom my fool of a nephew chose to marry, 
and now he is making up to my niece. My mother 
dotes on him, and I shall make no ohjeotion — no ex- 
travagance that I can aee, and he will take care of the 
property. You will take no offence, since you refuse 
the tender altogether.' 

Of this Mary behcTed two seQtenees — namely, that 
Aunt Catharine doted on Fitzjocelyn, and that he was 
not so soft aa he looked, which she took as an admisBioD 
that he was not comporting himself foolishly. She was 
quite aware that the friendship between him and Clara 
might deceive an uninitiated spectator ; and, though she 
commanded herself to think that an attachment between 
them would be equally natural and desirable, she could 
not but look with great satis&ction at the easy unsua- 
picioUB tone of Mra. Frost's letter, which, after men- 
tioning with mu(^h affection and gratitude aU Oliver's 
attempts to make her happy, in spite of the many sad 
changea around, ended by saying that poor Clara felt 
the separation from her brother so much, that without 
dear Louis ahe did not know how ahe would have gone 
through the festivities. * You can gneaa how he is 
every thing to us all,' said Aunt Kitty, 'and I brightened 
up his looks with giving him your last letter to read. 
1 dare say. Miss Mary, you would like to acold me.' 

Aunt Kitty! Aunt Kitty! you dearly loved a little 
kindly mischief ! Let that be aa it might, Mr. Poii~ 
Bonby thought that Mr. Dynevor's letter had certainly 
not 'had much effect, for Mary wsfi more lively and 
oheerftU than he had seen her since her first arrival. 

Mary's cheerfulneaa waa becoming the more necessary 
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fa) him, since he was beginning a little to weary of the 
childish, channs of his yoaug Limenian wife. Boeita 
had neither education nor conversation ; and when all 
her pretty ways had been tried on him in succeeeioa, 
they beg&n to grow tedious. Moreover, the playful 
raboiissiDn which ahe had brought from her coavent 
was be^nning to turn into wilfulness. Her extrava- 
gances in drees were appalling. She refused to wear 
&e same dresses twice; and cried, stamped her gracefdt 
foot, and pouted when he remonatrated. She managed 
to spend every evening in amusement, either at the 
Opera, or at evening parties, where her splendid eyes, 
and scraps of broken English, made great havoo among 
young lieutenantsandmidshipmen visiting Lima. Mr. 
Ponsonby was growing tired of these constant gaieties, 
and generally remained at home, sending Mary in his 
stead, as a sort of guard over her ; and Mary, always 
the same in her white m\ulin, followed Bosita through 
aD the salas of Lima — listened to the confidences of 
Limenian beauties-stalked of England to little naval 
cadets, more homesick than they would have chosen to 
avow — and felt sure of some pleasure and interest for 
the evening, when Mr. Ward came to stand by her 

One afternoon, as Mary sat in her window reading, a 
gay voice ezcltumed, ' BeBo lot mmuti a Vsted;' and 
looking np, she saw one of the prettiest figures imagi- 
nable. A full dark purple satin skirt juat revealed 
the point of a dainty white satin shoe. It was plaited 
low on the hips, and girded loosely with a brightly 
striped scarf. The head and upper part of the person 
were shrouded in a close hood of elastic black silk 
webbing, fitstened behind at the waist, and held over 
the &oe by the hand, which just allowed one be-ringed 
finger and one glancing dark eye to appear, while the 
other hand held a fan and a laced pocket-handkerchief. 
So perfectly did the costume suit the air and shape of 
the lady, that, as she stood among Mary's orange^trees, it 
-was like an illusion of the &noy; but consternation 
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took away all the charm from Maiy'a ejee. ' Tajtada, 
she cried ; ' you aurely are not going ou^ tajtada P 

' Ah, you have found me out,' cried Bosita. ' Yea, 
indeed I am ! and I bare the like laya y manto ready 
for you. Come, we will be on the Alaineda ; Xarier 
waits to attend us. Your Sefior Ouard will be at his 
evening walk.' 

But Mary drew haflk. Thia pretty disguise was a 
freak, au^ as only the most gay ladies permitted them- 
selves; and she had little doubt that her father would 
be ex-tremely displeased at his wife and daughter so 
appearing, although danger there was none ; since, though 
any one might accost a female thus veiled, not the 
slightest impta-tinence was ever allowed. Mary im- 
plored Bosita to wait till Mr. Ponsonby's views ^ould 
be known ; but she was only laughed at for her Eng- 
lish pre(aaioa, and Ijie pretty creature danced away to 
her stolen pleasure. 

She came in, all glory and delight at the perplexity 
in which she had involved the English officers, the 
guesses and coiu^sies of her own countrymen, and her 
mystifieation of Mr. Bobson, who had evidently reco- 
gnised her, though pretending to treat her as a charming 



The triumph waa of short duration. For the first 
time, she had aroused one of Mr. Ponsonby's gusts of 
passion; she quailed under it, wept bitterly, and made 
innumerable promises ; and then she put on her black 
mantilla, an<^ with Xavier behind her, went to her 
convent chapel, and returned, half crying over the 
amount of repetitions of her rosary by which her pen- 
ance was to be performed, and thereby all sense of the 
fault put away. Besponsibility and i:«fieotioa never 
seemed to be impressed on that childish mind. 

Mary had come in for some of the anger, for not 
having prevented Bosita's expedition; but tJiey were 
both speedily foi^ven, and Mary never was informed 
a^ain of her using the taya y manlo. 

Their minds were diverted by the et^r desire of one 
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of the young officers to visit the silver minea. It had 
been an old promise to Mary from her father to take 
her to see them ; but in her former residence in Peru, 
it had never been fulfilled. He now wished to inspect 
matters himself, in order to answer the numerous 
qoestions sent by Oliver; and Hoaita, eagerly catching 
at any proposal which promised a variety, a party wan 
made up for ascending to the San Benito mines, some 
days' journey from Lima. Maiy and Kosita were the 
only ladies ; but there were several gentlemen, three 
naval officers, and Mr. Ward, who was delighted to have 
an opportunity of visiting the wonders which had been, 
for many years, within his reach without his rousing 
himself irom his business to see them. Tenta, bedding, 
and provisions were to be cu^ed with them, and Mary 
had fiill occupation in stimulating Dolores to bring 
together the requisite prepuations ; while Mr. Ward 
and Bobson collected guides, muleteers, and litters. 

It was a merry party, seated on the gaily-trapped 
mules, with an idle young midshipman to make mischief, 
and all in spirits to enjoy his nonsense, in the exhila- 
ration of the mountain air blowing freshly from the 
snowy summits which seemed to rise like walls before 
them. The steaming, misty, relaxing atmosphere of 
Lima was left behind, and with it many a care and 
vexation. Mr. Fonsonhy brought his mule to the 
side of his wife's litter, and eixchanged many a joke in 
Anglo-Spanish with her and the lieutenant ; and Mr. 
Ward, his brow unfurrowed irom counting-house cares, 
walked beside Maiy's mule, gathered each new flower 
for her, and listened to her narrative of some of the 
causes for which she was glad, with ter own eyes, to 
see Tom Madison in his scene of action. 

The first day of adventure they slept at a ha- 
cienda, surrounded with fields where numerous 
llamas were pastnring. The nest began the real 
mountain work; the rook looked like a wall before 
them, and the white summits were sharply defined 
against the blue sky. The sharper air made Kosita 
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Bbiver; but the English travellere congratulated them- 
aelvea on Bometbing like a breeze, consoling theia for 
the glow with which the sunbeams beat upon the 
rocks. The paUns and huge fans had giTen place to 
pines, and those w«<ro growing more scaiity. Once or 
twice they met a brown Indian, robed ia a coloured 
blanket, with a huge straw hat, from beneath which he 
gazed with curiona, though gentle eyea, upon the caval- 
cada By*and-bye, looking like a string of ants de- 
scending a perpendicular wall, Mary beheld a row of 
black specka slowly moving. She was told that these 
were the mules bnngiDg down the mebd in panniers — 
the only means of oommunicatdon, until, as the lieu- 
tenant promised, a perpendicular railroad should be 
invented. The electricity of the atmosphere made 
jokes easily pass current. The mountain waii 'only' 
one of the spurs of the Andes, a mere infant among 
the giants; but, had it been set down in Europe, 
Mont Blanc must have hid his diminished head ; and 
the view was better than, on some of the more enor- 
mous neighbours, which were both further inland, and 
of such height, that to gaze from them was ' like 
looking from an air-balloon into vacancy,' Whereas 
here Mary had but to turn her head, as her mule 
steadily crept round the causeway — a legacy of the 
Incas — to behold the expanse of the Faoific, a sheet of 
glittering light in the sunshine, the horizon line raised 
so high, that the first moment it gave her a sense of 
there being something wrong with her eye, before the 
feeling of infinity ru^ed upon her. 

They were turning the flank of the mountain, and 
losing the sunshine. The evening air was almost 
chUl, and the clearness such that they already saw the 
ra^^ height whither they were bound rising in 
craggy shattered grandeur, evray flat space or gentler 
declivity covered with sheds and huts for the work- 
people, and cavernous mouths opening on the clifi'-aide. 
Dark figures could be distinctly seen nuiving about ; 
and as to the descending mules, they seemed to be 



THE G14NT OP THE WESTERN STAB, 135 

close on the other side of a aarrow ravme. Roaita, 
who, now it came to the point, was not without fears 
of sleeping on the bare mountain-aide, wfmted to push 
on; she was sure they could arrive before night, but 
she was told that she kaew nothing of mountain 
atmoBphere ; and ehe was not discontented with the 
bright fire and comfortable arrangements on which 
they suddenly came, after tuming round a great 
shoulder of rook. Mr. Bobson and the sumpter-mules 
had quietly preceded them, and the gipsyiug on the 
Andes was likely to be not much less Inzurious than 
an English plc-nic. The negro cook had done his 
best ; Mary made her fiither'a ooffee, and Eosjta was 
waited on to her satis&ction. And when darkness 
came on, too early for English aa90<nations with warm 
days, the lights of the visage at the mine glittered 
merrily, and, ^parently, close at hand ; and the stars 
above ahcme as Mary had never seen them, so mar- 
vellously large and bright, and the Magellan clouds so 
white and mysterious. Mr. Ward came and told her 
some of the observations made on them by distinguished 
travellers ; and after an earnest conversation, she sought 
her matted bed, with a pleasant feeling on her mind, 
as if she had been unusually near Louis's world. 

Clear, sharp, aad oold was the air next day ; the 
snow-fields glistened gloriously in the rising sun, and 
a rose-coloured mist seemed to rise from them. Kosita 
was shown the unusual spectacle of hoar frost, and 
ahiverin^y profited by Mary's ample provision of 
wraps. The hill-sides were beyond conception desolate 
and bare. Birds were an almost unknown race in 
Peru ; and here even green things had departed, 
scarcely a tufb of blossom looking out on the feoe of 
the red and purple rock; and the exceeding stillnesa 
so awfiil, that even the boy-sailor scarce dared to speak 
abovQ his Iwea^ Koai^ began to repent of having 
come near so horrible a place ; and when she put her 
- head out of her litt«r, and beheld herself winding 
along a ledge projecting from the iace of a sheer 
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precipice, she would have be^ed to go back instantly , ' 
but her husband spoke in a voice of authority 'which 
subdued her ; she drew in her head into her basket- 
work contrivance, and had recourse to towb to 3ta 
Boaa of Lima of a chaplet of diamond roses, if she 
ever came safely down again. 

Mary bad made up her mtud that they should' not 
have been taken thither if there were any real danger; 
and HO, though she could have preferred her mnle 
taking the inner aide of the ledge, and was not too 
happy when it climbed like a cat, she smiled, and 
answered all inquiries that she did not think she ought 
to be frightened. The region was in general more 
stem than beautiful, the clefts between the hills look- 
ing BO deep, that it seemed as if an overthrown moun- 
tain could hardly fill them ; but now and then wune 
sudden peeps of that wonderful ocean; or almost under 
her feet, as if she could throw a atone into it, there 
would lie an intensely green valley, shut in with 
feathering pin.ee, and the hacienda and grazing llamas 
dwindled, so that they could have been taken for a 
Swiss &rm and flocks of sheep. 

Not till the middle of the day did they meet the 
line of mules, and not until the sunset did they 
find themselves close before the wonderful perforated 
San Benito summit. It was, unlike many other 
metalliferous hills, an isolated, sharply-defined mass of 
rock, breaking into sudden pinnacles and points, tra- 
versed with veins of silver. These veins had been 
worked with galleries, which, even before the Spanish 
conquest, had honeycombed the solid rock, and bad 
been thought to have exhausted its riches; but it had 
been part of Oliver Dynevor's bold speculations to 
bring modem science to profit by the leavings of the 
Peruvians and their destroyers. It was a marvellous 
work, but it might still be a question whether the 
profit would bear out the expense. 

However, that was not the present consideration. 
No one could feel anything but admiring astonishment 
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at the &ntaatio craggy lieigbt of peaks and apima, 
rising againat the darkening aky, like the very strong- 
hold of the Giant of the Western Star ; and, with the 
blao^ openings of the galleriee, here and there showing 
the lights of the workmen, within. Mary remembered 
the t^es, in which Louis used vainly to try to interest 
heir, of metal-working Dwar& witMn the mountains; 
and would have been glad to tell him that, ailer all, 
reality was quite as strange as his legends. 

The miners, Indians and negroes, might truly have 
_ been Trollda, as, with their brown and black coun- 
tenances, and wild bright attire, they oame thronging 
oat of their rude houaea, buUt of piled stones on every 
tolerably level spot. Three or four stout, hearty 
Cornish miners, with picks on their shoulders, made 
the contrast stranger; and among them stood a young 
man, whose ruddy open face carried Mary home to 
Ormersfield in one moment; and she could not but 
blush almost as if it had been Louis, when she bent 
her head in acknowledgment of his bow. 

He started towards her as if to help her off her 
mute; but Mr. Ponsonby was detaining him by ques- 
tions, and Mr. Ward, as usual, was at her rein. In a 
wonderfully brief time, as it seemed to her, all the 
animals were led off to their quarters; and Bobson, 
coming up, explained that Maidison's hut, the only 
habitable place, had been prepared for the ladies — the 
gentlemen must be content to sleep in their tent. 

'The hut was at least clean,' said Bobson, as he 
nahered them in ; and Mary felt as if it were a great 
deal more. It was rudely built, and only the part 
near the hearth was lined with matting; the table 
and the few etoois and chairs were rough carpentry, 
'chiefly made out of boxes; but upon the wiJl 
hnng a beautiful print from Eaffaelie, of which she 
knew the giver as surely as if his name had been 
written on it ; and the small bookcase suspended near 
ccmtuned, compreesed together, an epitome of Louis's 
tastes — the choicest of all his &vourite^ in each olaas 
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of book. Mary stood by it, reading the namee, and 
trying to perceive Louis's principle of seleotioa in «aah 
case. It jarred upon her when, as the gentiemen 
loitered about, waiting for the evening meal, ibtrj- 
oame and looked at the titles, with oareleee leoaarl^ 
that the snperintendent was a youth of taste ; and a 
laugh at the odd medley — Spenser, &hsik^)eaFe, ' Doai 
Quixote,' Calderon, Fouqu6, and Belectiona from Jeremy 
Taylor, Ac. 

Mary would hear no more oomments. She went 
to the £re, and tried to persuade Eonta they would 
come Bafe down again; and then, on the ^>ol<^y 
for a mantelshelf, she aaw some fossils and some dried 
grasses, looking almost aa if Fit^ooelyn had put them 
thera 

She did not see Madison that night; but the next 
morning he presented himself to act as their guide 
through the wonders of the ex'teaordinary region 
where his lot had been oast. She found that this was 
only the firat floor of the wondrous caetle. Above aad 
above, rose gaUeriee, whence the ore was lowered down 
to the buildings here placed, where it underwent the 
firat process of aeparatiou. The paths above were flt 
for none, save a chamois, or a barefooted Indian, or a 
sailor — for the mid^pman was climbing aloft in such 
places, that Tom's chief work was to summon him 
back, in horror lest he should involve himself in 
endless galleries, excavated before the days of 
Atahualpa. 

Much of the desperate scrambling vhic^ Madiaon 
recommended as plain-sailing, was beyond Mr. Pon* 
sonby ; but where he went, Mary went ; and when he 
stopped, she, though she had not drawn since the 
master at her school had resigned her, as a hopeless case, 
applied herself to the perpetration of an outline of the 
rocks, that, as she sai<^ ' her aunts might see what sort 
of place it was.' Her steady head, and firm, enter- 
piizing hand and foot, enabled her to see the crowning 
wonder of the mountain, <«e of the venlamUae ox 
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windows. Mr. Ward, having visited it, came back 
l>eut on taking her thitker; there was no dtmger, if she 
were not afraid. Bo, between him and Tom Madi- 
son, she was dr^ged up & steep path, and oonducted 
into a gallery cut out in the living rock, growing 
gk>omier and gloomier, till iiiddenlj there was a spot 
of light on the sparkling floor, and Mary foond herself 
beneath an opening through the mountain crown, 
right up into the sky, which, through the wild open- 
ing, looked of the deepest, most ultra-marine, almost 
purple blue, utterly b^ond conception in the glory of 
inteiise colour, bringing ouly to her miud those moat ex- 
preeaive, yet moat inexpressive words, 'the body of heavwi 
in His clearness.' She felt, what she had often heard 
said, that to Ekll mountain tops is given somewhat of 
the glory that dwelt on Sinai. That ine&ble blue was 
more dazzling than ev^i the £etds beyond fields of 
marvellous white that met her eye on emerging &om 
the dark gallery. 

' I never wish so mach that Lord Fitzjooelyn should 
see anything as that,' said Tom Madison, when Mary, 
in her gratitude, was trying to say somethiog adequate 
to the trouble she had given, though the beauty was 
beyond any word of admiration. 

' He would — ' she began to answer, but the rest 
died away, only answered by Tom with an emphatio 
' He wovldP and then begau the diffioulties of getting 

But Mary had the pleasure at the next pause of 
hearing Mr. Ward say, ' That is a very fine intelligent 
young fellow, worthy of his library. I think your 
&ther has a prize in him I' 

Mary's eyea thanked Mr. Ward, with all her heart 
in them. It was wortli going up the Andes for such a 
sentence to put into a letter that Aunt Kitty would 
show to Louis. 

Robsou seemed anxious to monopolize the attention 
of the gentlemen, to the exclusiou of Madisou; and 
while Tom was thus thrust aside, Mary succeeded in 
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having a, conversation with him, snch as she felt was a 
Bort of duty to Louis. She asked him the names of 
the various mountain-peaks in sight, whose bare crags, 
too steep to support the snow, here Eind there stood out 
dark in salient contrast to the white scenery; and 
as he gave them to her, mentioning the few facta that 
he had been aljle to gather respecting thenj, she was 
able to ask him whether he was in the habit of seeing 
anything approaching to society. He smiled, saying 
that hk nearest neighbours were many miles off — an 
engineer conductLng some far more extensive mining 
operations, whom he sometimes met on business, and 
an old Spanish gentleman, who lived in a valley fiir 
down the momitain side, with whom he sometimes 
smoked his cigar on a Sunday, if he felt inclined for a 
perpendicular promenade on a Peruvian causeway for 
nearly four miles. Mary asked whether he often did 
feel inclined. No, he thought not often; he had 
generally worked hard enough in the week to make 
his book the beet company ; but he liked now and then 
to see aomethii^ green for a change after these bare 
mountains and rocks, and the old Don Manrique was 
very civil and agreeable. Then, after a few minutes' 
conversation of this kind, something of the old con^ 
scions abruptness of tone seemed to come over the 
young man, and looking down, he sfud bluntly, ' Misa 
Ponsonby, do you think there would be any objection 
to my coming into Lima just for Christmas^' 

' I Buppoae not ; I cannot telL' 

Tom explained that all the miners would be making 
holiday, and the senior Comishman might safely be 
left in charge of the works, while he only wishM to 
spend Christmas-day itself in the city, and would be a 
very shori; time absent. He blushed a little as he 
spoke, and Mary ventured to reply to what ahe 
gathered of his thought, 'No other day would suit you 
asweUr 

' No, ma'am, it hardly would,' he answered, gravely. 
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' I will tiy what can be done,' said Mary, ' unless you 
would speak to Mr. Fonsonby yourself.' 

He looked inquiringly at Mr, Ponsonby's figure 
some paces distant, and shook his head. 

'I will. try,' repeated Mary; and then she added, 
' These grand hill-topB and blue sky almost make a 
ehnrch — ' 

' Yes, ma'am,' said Tom, bis black eyes lighting at 
the thougbt ; ' I've felt so sometimes, but 'tis a mighty 
lonely one after a time. Tve taken my book, and got 
out of earshot of the noise the blacks make,; and I do 
assure you, Miss Fonsonby, the stillness was enough to 
drive one wild, with nothing but savage rocks to look 
at either! Not a green plant, nor a voice to answer, 
onlees one got to tJie mountain echoes, and they are 



' Bat surely you have the Comisbmen I What do 
they do on a Sunday!' 

' They lie about, and smoke and sleep, or go down to 
the valley,' said Tom. ' I never thought of them.' 

'I think you should,' said Mary, gravely. 'If you 
are in any authority over them, it must give you a 
charge over their souls. I think you should, at least, 
give them the choice of reading the service with you.' 

' m think about it,' said Madison, gruffly. 

' I will send up some books for them to make an 
opening,' said Mary. ' I should not like to think of 
men living in such soenea, without being the better for 

■ Eobson was here obliged to call Madison to refer 
some question to him; but Mary had another talk 
with him, when he begged to know if there were likely 
soon to be an opportunity of sending to England. He 
had some fossils which he wished to send to Lord !FitE- 
jocelyn; and he fetched them, and explained his theo- 
ries with regard to them as if he had almost for^^otten 
that she was not his young Lord. 

She carried his request to her father, and was 



142 DTNEVOa TBRRACU. 

answered that of course he might taike b. holiday if he 
could leave the worka with safety ; he had better spend 
a few days in the town when he did. come. With this 
answer she made him happy ; and they set off, to 
the extreme joy of Boaita, who had engrossed much 
lesa attention than ahe had expected, and declared 
she would never have come into these horrible places 
if ahe could have imagined what they were like. Cer- 
tainly, no one wished to have her company there 

When Mr. Foneonby mentioned the permiaaimi 
which he had accorded to Madison, Kobson coughed 
and looked annoyed. Maiy could not help suspecting 
that this was because the request had not been pre- 
ferred through himself. ' So the yonng fellow wants 
to be coming down, does he t I thought his ardour 
waa too hot to last long.' 

' Very natural that the poor lad should want a holi- 
day,' said Mr. Ponsonby. ' It must take a tolerable 
flow of spirits to stand loi^, being so many feet above 
the level of the sea, in caves fit for a robber's den at 
the theatre.' 

' Oh, I am making no objection, air,' returned 
Eolson; 'the young man may take his pleasui^e for 
what I care, so he can be trusted not to neglect his 
business.' 

Here the path narrowed, and Mary had to fail back 
out of hearing ; but ahe had an unpleasant suspicion 
that Kobson waa telling her fiither something to 
Tom's disadvantage, and she had to consider how to 
avoid rousing a jealousy, which she knew might be 
dangerous.' 

Mr, Ward, however, came up to interrupt her 
thoughts and watch the steps of her mule. The worst 
difficulties of the descent had precluded all conversa- 
tion; and the party were just beginning to breathe 
fi-eely, think of terra finna as not lar off, and gaze with 
easier minds on the marvellous ocean. Mary went on 
in very comfortable discussion of the wonders they had 
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■een, and of Hadiaon'e remark that the peTformaacea 
of the locas made one quite ashamed of the achieve- 
mentB of modem adenoe — a saying intrhichMT.Ward 
perfectly agreed; and then he h«^;tiii to say Bomething 
rather long, and a little disconnected, and Mary's mind 
took an excuraion to Aunt Kitty, aad the riding of 
the letter that she was going to vrite, when suddenly 
something in Mr. Ward's voice startled her, and re- 
calling her attention, she diacovered, to her dismay, 
that be wae actually making her an offer ! An ofier 1 
tihe would as soon have expected one from her &ther I 
And oh I how well expressed — how entirely what it 
ought to be ! How unlike every one of those three of 
her past experience I 

In great distress she exclaimed, ' Oh, Mr. Ward, 
pray do not — indeed, I cannot !' 

' I feared that 1 was but too likely to meet with 
such on answer,* said Mr. Ward; ' and yet your father 
encouraged me to hope, that in course of time — ' 

' Then papa has told yon what he thinks T said 

' I aj^liad to him before I could venture to join this 
party. Mary, I am aware that I caji bring none of the 
advautagea which have' — his voice faltwed — 'which 
have forestalled me; bub the most ta*ue and eunest 
affection is already yoxm.' 

' I am very sorry for it, Mr. Ward,' said Maiy, 
gravely, though mach torched. ' It is very kind of 
yon, but it is only fair and candid to tell you that papa 
has probably led yoa into a mistake. He thinks that 
the — the object wm weak and unworthy, and that my 
feelings could be easily overcome. He does not know — ' 

' He assured me that all was at an end — ' 

' It is,' said Mary ; ' but I am certain that I shall 
never foel for any one else the same as' — and the tears 
were coming fest. ' You are veiy kind, Mr, Ward, but 
it is of no use to think that this can ever be.' 

'Forgive me for having harassed you,' said Mr. 
Ward, and they went on so long in silence that Mary 
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toped it 'waa over, ajid yet he did not go away from 
her. She was sorry to see the grieved, dejected ex- 
pression oa his good, senaible, though somewhat worn 
countenance'; and she esteemed him hi^^ly; bat who 
ooaid have thought of so unlucky a &iicy coining into 
his head t When, at length, he spoke again, it was to 
say that he be^ed that she would forget what was 
pMt, and allow him to ocmtinue on his former footing, 
Mary was glad to have something grateful to say, and 
answered that she should have been very sorry to lose 
him as a fiiend; whereupon his &ce cheered up, he 
thimked her, and fell back from her rein. In spite of 
her past trials of the futility of the attempt to liye 
with a rejected aoitor as if nothing had happened, she 
had hopes of the possibility when her own heart was 
untouobed, and the gentleman nearly doubled her 
years; but when she talked to her father, she gathered 
that it was considered by both gentlemen that the jffxv' 
posal had been premature, and that her final detachment 
from Louis was reckoned on as so certain that Mr. Ward 
was willing to wait, as if it were only a matter of time. 
He was so wealthy and prosperous, and a connexion 
with him would have been so useful to the firm, that 
Mary was grateful to her father for forbearing to press 
her on what he evidently wished so earnestly. Mr. 
Ward had exactly the excellent, well-balanced character, 
which seemed made to suit her, and she could have 
imagined being very happy with him, if — No, no — 
Mr. Ward coold not be thought of at the same 
moment. 

Yet, whatever she might say, no one would believe 
her; so she held her peace, and wrote her history of 
the silver mines; and Mr. Ward haunted the house, 
and was most kindly forbearing sjid patient, and Mary 
found at every turn, bow good a man he was, and how 
cruel and mistaken bis sister thought her. 

And Christmas came, when the churches were perfect 
orange-groves, and the scene of the wanderers of 
Bethlehem was acted from house to house in the twi- 
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light. The scanty English congregatioa met ia th« 
room that eerved aa a chapel in the Consul's house — 
poor Mar; alone of all her household there to keep the 
feast ; and Mr. Ward was there, and Madison had 
come down from his mountain. There were heai^B at 
home that would rejoice to hear that. 

Mary saw him afterwards, and he thanked her for her 
suggestion respecting the miners. Two had been only 
as shy as Tom himself; they had been reading alone, 
and were glad to joia oompany; a third was begin- 
ning to come, and it had 1^ to a more friendly inter- 
courae, Mary sent him away, very happy with some 
books for them, some new Spanish reading for himself, 
an astronomical book, and her little celestial glohe — 
{or the whole firmament of stare bad been by no means 
lost on him. That interview was her Christmas treat. 
Well for her that she did not hear Kobaon say, ' That 
young man knows how to come over the ladies. I 
shall keep a sharper look-out after him. I know no 
harm of him, but if there's one man I trust less than 
another, it is one that tries the serious dodge.' 
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CHAPTER X. 

THE WROKG WOMAN IN THE WBONO PLACE. 

Give me again my boUow tree, 
Mj cniBt of bread, and liberty. 
Hie Tmcn Mauit and the Cowatry Mfnite — POPB. 

THE new coot's first compliment to Gha^lotte ^88, 
' Upon my won], you are a genteel young woman ; 
I dare say you have a^ot of sweethearts.' 

The indignant denial of the Lady of Eschalott was 
construed into her heing * sly,' and Mra. Cook promised 
herself to find her out. 

Those were not happy days with the little maiden. 
The nurse looked down on her, and the cook filled the 
kitchen with idlers, whose looks and speeches were 
abhorrent to her. Sometimes the woman took offence 
at her for being high ; at others, she forced on her advice 
upon her dreaa, or tried to draw out confidences either 
on lovers or the afiaire of the fiunily. Charlotte was 
sadly forlorn, and shut herself up in her pantry, or in 
her own little attio with Jane's verbenas which cook 
had banished from the kitchen, and lost her sorrows in 
books hired at the Library. She read, and dreamt, 
created leisure for reading, lived in a trance, and awoke 
■ from ittoaee her work neglected, reproach herBelf, and 
Btnun her powers to icake up for what was left undone. 
Then, finding her efforts fiiiling, she would he diatreased 
and melancholy, until a fresh novel engrossed her for 
a time, and the whole scene was enacted over a^ain. 

Still, it was not all idleness nor lost ground. The 
sense of responsibility was doing her good ; she with- 
stood the cook's folUes, and magnanimonsly returned 
unopened a shining envelope of Mr. Delaford's. At 
Christmas, when Mr. and Mrs. Frost went to pay a 
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visit at Be&QohBstel, and fhe cook enjoyed a course of 
gaieties, the only use she made of her liberty was to 
drink tea once with Mrs. Martha, and to walk over 
to Marksedge to see old Madison, who was fost break- 
ings and who dictated to her his last messages to hia 



James and Isabel spent a pleasant lively Christmas 
with their hospitable old friends, and James returned 
foil of fresh vigour and new projects. His first was to 
offer hia assisttuice to the Yicar, so as to have a third 
seryice on the Sunday ; but there were differences of 
opinion between them, and bis proposal was received 
BO ungraciously, that a coolness arose, which cut him 
off firom many openings for uaefiiloess. 

However, he bad enough to occupy him in his own 
department, the school. He was astonished at his boys' 
deficiency in religious instruction, and started a plan ' 
for collecting them for some teaching for an hoiar 
bdbre morning service. Mr. Calcott a^«ed with him 
that nothing could be more desirable, but doubted 
whether the parents would compel their sons to attend, 
and advised James to count the cost, doubting whether, 
in the long run, he would be able to dispense with one 
day of entire rest. This was the more to be consi- 
dered, since James expended a wonderful amount of 
energy in his teaching, did his utmost to force the 
boys on, in class and in private, drilled his usher, 
joined in the games, and gave evening lectures on sub- 
jects of general information. 

Some responded to his training, and these he 
strenuously encour^ed, asking them to dinner and 
taking them to walk ; and these were enthusiastically 
fond of him, and regarded his beautiful wife as a being 
of a superior order. Fitzjocelyn and James used to 
agree that intercourse with ber was a very important 
element in their training, and the invitations were made 
as impartial as possible, including the intelligent 
and well-conducted, irrespective of station. Isabel's 
fiiTOaiite guest was a good, well-mannered lad, son to 
l2 
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Mr. Bamabotham's follower, the butcber; but, unlnclcily, 
Mrs. Biohardaon and her friends did not esteem it a 
compliment when their sons were aeked to meet him; 
and, OS the other hand, Jamee did not always diatinguisb 
real merit from mere responsiTenesB to his own mind. 
Dull boys, or such as had a half sullen, half conservEi- 
tive dislike to change, did not gain notice of an agree- 
able kind; and while intending to show strict justice, he 
did not know how far he was affected by his preposses- 
siona 

His lectures bad emancipated him from evening 
parties ; and, after Mrs. Frost's departure, Tisiting gave 
Isabel little trouble. Thecalia,loflymannersthathad 
been admired in Miss Conway, were thought pride in 
Mrs. James Frost ; and none of the ladies of Northwold 
even wished to do more than exchange morning calls 
with her, and talk among themselves of her fine-ladjiara. 
She recked nothing of their keepir^ aloof; her book and 
her pen were &r pleasanter companions on her alternate 
evenings of solitude, and in them she tried to loae her 
wishes for the merry days spent with granny and Clara, 
and her occasional perceptions that all was not as in 
their* time. James would sometimes bring this fact 
more palpably before her. 

The separation of the families had not diminished 
the income of the household, but the difference in com- 
fort was great Isabel knew nothing of management, 
and did not care to leam. She had been willing to liv« 
on a small scale, but she did not understand pei'sonal 
superintendence ; she was careless of display, and per- 
fectly happy as long as she was the guest of the grand- 
mother, but she had no comprehension of petty tidi- 
nesses or small economies. Now James, brought up 
on a very different scale, knew in detail how the house- 
hold ought to live, and made it a duty not to exceed a 
£xed sum. He had the eye for neatness that she 
wanted; he could not believe itahardshjp to go without 
Indulgences to which his grandmother and sister lia,d 
not been accustomed.- Thus, he protested againsi 
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■ttnnecesaary fires j Isabel shivered and wore BhawlB; 
he was hurt at seeming to miause her, resigned his 
study fire, and etill found the coals ever requiring to be 
renewed, insisted that his wife should speak to the 
cook, and mystified her by talking about the regulation 
of the draught of the kitchen fire; and when Isabel 
understood, she forgot the lecture. 

He was a devoted and admiring husband, but he 
could not coolly discover innumerable petty neglects 
and wasteful habits. Impatient words broke out, and 
Isabel always received them ao meekly that he re- 
pented and apologized ; and in the reconciliation the 
subject was forgotten, but only to be revived another 
time. Isabel was always ready to give warm aid and 
sympathy in all his higher oares and purposes, and her 
mild tranijuillity was repose and soothing to him, but 
she was like one in a dream. She had married a vision 
of perfection, and entered on a romance of hap^^ 
poverty, and she had no desire to awaken; so she 
never eierted her mind upon the world around her, 
when it seemed oppressive ; and kept the visionary 
James Frost before her, is company with Adeline and 
the transformed Sir Hubert. It was much easier to 
line hie t«nt with a tapestry of Maltese crosses, than to 
consider whether the hall should be covered with cocoa- 
nut matting. 

How Christmas passed with Clara, may be seen in 
the following letter : — 

' Chevaleigh, Jan. 18B1, 

' Dearest Jem, — I can write a long letter to-noght, 
for a fortunate cold baa spared me from one of Sir 
Andrew's dinner-parties. It is a reminiscence of the 
last ball, partly brought on by compunction at having 
dragged poor granny thither, in consideration of my 
unguarded declaration of intense dislike to be cha- 
peroned by Lady Britton. Granny looks glorious in 
black velvet and diamonds, and I do trust that her 
universal goodwill rendered the ball more tolerable to 
her than it was to me. She, at least, is all she seems; 
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whereaa I am bo infeated with civilities, that I long to 
proclaim myself little Clara Frost, bred up for a 
governess, and the laughing-stock of her school. Oh ! 
for that first ball where ao one danced with me but 
Mr. Biohardson, and I was not a mere peg for the 
display of Uncle Oliver's Peruvian jewels] I have all 
the trouble in the world to be allowed to go about fit 
to be seen, and only by means of great fighting and 
coaxing did I prevail to have my drees only from 
London instead of Paris. 

'And no wonder I shivered all the way to the ball. 
Fancy Jane insisting on my going to display my dress 
to that poor dying Marianne ; I was shocked at the 
notion of carrying my frivolities into such a scene, but 
Jane said her mind ran on it, and it was ' anything to 
take off her thoughts from that man.' So I went into 
her room, and oh I if yon could have seen the poor 
thing, with her short hteath and racking cough, her 
cbedh3 burning and her eyes glistening at that flimsy 
trumpery. One bunch of the silver flowers on. my 
skirt was wrong ; she spied it, and they would not 
thwart her, ao she would have the needle, and the 
skeleton trembling fingera set them right. Th^ said 
she would sleep the easier for it^ and she thanked me 
aa if it had really set her more at rest ; but how sad, 
how strange it seems, when she knows that she is 
sinking last, and has had Mr. Danvers with her every 
day. He thinks a)l ia well with her; but it was a 
melancholy, blank, untaught mind, to begin to work 
on. Louis would call her life a mournful picture of 
our civilization. 8he has told it all to Jane : she was 
of the mechanic class, just above the rank that goes to 
Sunday-schools ; she went to a genteel weekly school, 
aad was taken out pleasuring on Sunday — no ground- 
work at all. An orphan at fifteen, she never i^in knew 
tenderness. Then came dressmaking till her health 
&iled, and she tried service. She says, Isabel's soft 
tones made a paradise for her ; but late hours, whioh 
she did not feet at the time, wore her out, ajid Belafoi-d 



THE WEONG TOMAK IH THE WBONG PLACE. 151 

trifled with her. Always when tdoae he pretended 
devotion to her, then flirted with any other who 
came in his way ; and worry and jretting put the finish 
to her failing health. She bad no spirit to break en- 
tirely with him, aad even now is pining for one kind 
word, which be seems to be too hard and selflsh to aend 
to her, in answer to a letter of forgiveness that she 
wrote a fortnight back. What a wretch he must be 1 
Jane says, he tried flirting with poor little Charlotte, 
and that she was a, little ' took up' with his guitar and 
his veraee ; hut then, Jane says, ' Charlotte has some- 
what at the bottom, and knows better than to heed a 
man as wasn't real religious.' I suppose that is the 
true difference between Charlotte and Marianne ; and 
even if we looked into Delaford's history, moat likely 
we should find him another nineteenth-centtiry victim 
to an artificial life. At least, I trust that Jane has 
been the greatest blessing ; Marianne herself speaks of 
her as more than a mother to her ; and I believe I told 
you of the poor girl's overpowering gratitude, when she 
found we would not turn her out to die homeless. We 
read, and we talk, and Mr. Danvers comes ; but I 
believe dear old Jane does more for her than alL 

' Poor Jane 1 when her task of nursing is over, I do 
not know what she will turn to. The grand servants 
only keep tenns with her because Uncle Oliver gave 
notice that no one should stay in the house who did 
not show respect to Inajrimid Mrs. Beckett It takes 
all her love for Missus and Master Oliver to make her 
bear itj and her chief solace ia in putting me to bed, 
and in airing Master Oliver's shirt and sUppers. You 
would laugh to hear her compassionating the home 
minced-piesi and she tells me she would give fifty 
potmds rather than bring Charlotte here. My uncle 
wished grandmamma to manage the house, and she did 
so at first; but she and the servants did not get on well 
together; and she said, what I never knew her say be- 
fore, that she is too old, and so we have an awful dame 
who rules with a high hand. 
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' Ton Euk whether the dew giunny ia happy. Ton 
know she is all elaBticitj, and things are pieasanter 
here to her than to me; but I do not tbink she enjoys 
life aa ebe did at home. It is hard to have her whole 
mission reduced to airing those four horsea. We have 
tormented my nncle out of making us nae more than 
two at a time, by be^ng for six and the Lord Mayor'a 
coach; but aired altematdy they must be, and we 
must do it, and by no road but what the coachman 
chooses; and this does not seem to me to agree with 
her like trotting about the town on her errand There 
ia no walking here, excepting in the pleasure-ground, 
where all my grandfather's landscape-gardening haa 
been cut up so as to be a mere vexation to her. The 
people round are said to be savage and disaffected, and 
the quarter of a mile between the park and the village 
is Bubject to miners going home. They did once holloa 
at me, and orders were issued that I should walk no 
more. I believe that if they saw me fearless, and 
coming among them for friendly purposes, they would 
leave off hooting; but the notion lightens granny, ao 
I am a priaoner. They are the people to think it a 
mockery to be visited by a lady bedizened as I am, and 
stuck up in a carriage; so we can do very little except 
through Mr. Danvers, and my uncle ia always diacon- 
tented at the sight of him, and fancies he is always 
begging. A little aauoiness on my part has the beet 
effect when anything is wanted, for my uncle is very 
kind to me in his own fashion, which is not mina 

'We have made something of a nest in the last of the 
suite of rooms, the only one habitafoly small; but it is 
wonderful where all tJie time in the day goes. My 
uncle likes me to ride with him in the morning, and I 
have to help granny air the horses in the afternoon; 
and in the evening, when we are lucky enough to dine 
alone, I play them both asleep, unleaa they go to back- 
gammon. Think of granny reduced to that I We 
should be veiy happy when he is detained in bia study, 
but that granny tlunks it is bad for him. Dear granny ! 
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I Boe the object of her life is to win him back to 
Berious thoughts. She seems to think of him like a 
Boboolboy who most be lured to find home pleasauter 
than idle ways ; ami ahe begs me quite aadly to betir 
with bim, and inake him haj^, to prevent him from 
longing after his counting-honse at Lima. She tried 
to make him promise never to go .back, but he has only 
promised never to go while she Uvea, and she seems to 
tbisk it woold be fatal, and to charge all bia disregard 
of religious matters upon herself for having sent him 
out. If you could see her pleased smile when we 
extorta subscription, or when sbe gets him to cbuicb; 
but when those South American mails come iu on 
Sundays — alas! Those accounts are bis real element, 
and bis moments of bliss are over the ' Mooey-market 
and City intell^ence,' or in discussing railway shares 
with Sir Andrew. All the rest is an obstinate and 
dismal allegiance to the days of Shrievalty, about as 
easy to recall as the days when the Pendragons wore 
golden collars and armlets. Imitated hospitality turns 
into ostentation ; and tbe people who seek after silver 
covers and French cookery are no more to my taste 
than they are, in good earnest, to Uncle Oliver's. The 
nice people, if there are any, wont come in our way, 
except Mr. Henderson; and when we do pluck up 
courage to disgust Mr. Coachman by calling on Mrs. 
Henderson, we are very happy. But she is a wise 
woman, and will not bring her pretty Fanny into our 
world; and when I press her, behold I I remember 
what I used to think of patronage. 

' But Louis has promised to come at Easter, and he 
will teach me a little more charity, I hope; and, what 
is better (no, I don't mean that), will tell me about the 
dear, dear, trebly dear Terrace and all tbe doings. I 
hope you will begin your Sunday scheme ; but granny 
fears the bad set will not care, and the good will prefer 
having tbeir families tc^tber. It is worse than I 
expected even of Mr. Purvis to refuse the afternoon 
service, when you offered to take all the trouble off his 
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hands ; graimy hopes you Till take care what yoa are 
about with hiia. Tell Louia we have a &mouB letter 
from Mary to show him if he will bring wa all news 
of every one, and especially of his godchild. Con- 
trary to custom, you t«ll ua more about her than her 
mamma does. 

' your most affectionate Sister, 



Before Easter, Charlotte's poor rival was lying at 
rest in Cheveteigh churchyard, and Jane's task of love 
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CHAPTER XI. 

ADNT CATHARINE'S HOME. 

The tad; ileepa — maj her sleep, 
Aa it is lasting, bo he deep t 
EeaveD have her in ite aocred Iceep I 
This bed being chimged for one mbre holy. 
This room for one more melaDobolj. 
Some tomb, that oft hath flung its black 
And wing- like panels fluttering back, 
TriumphaDt o'er Ihe fluttering palla 
Of her grand familj funerala. 

E. A. Foe. 

THE summer was nearly over, when, one momiag at 
break&st, Louis surprised his father by a sound, 
half constematioiijhalf amusementj and handed him a 
note, containing these words : — 

'Deah F,, — There were three of us last night; there 
are five this momiog. Isabel and the twins are doing 
well. Heaven knows what is to become of us ! 



' What would you haver s^d Lord Ormersfield, 
calmly. 'The poorer people are, the more children 
they have !' 

He went on with his own letters, while Louis 
htughed at the enunciation of this inverse ratio ; and 
then took up the note again, to wonder at the tone of 
anxiety and distress, so unlike James. He went to 
call on Lady Conway, and was better satisfied to find 
that James had written in a lively strain to her, as if 
proiid of his little daughters, and resolved not to be 
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jntied. Of this he was in no dftoger from hia aistero- 
in-law, who looked upon twin-girla ae the only blessing 
needed to complete Isabel's felicity, had deriaed three 
dozen names for them, and longed to be invited to 
Northwold bo see them. 

Nothing was beard of James for more than a week ; 
and, as London grew hotter, dustier, and drearier 
than ever, Fitzjocelyn longed, more than he thought 
wholesome to confess, after Ormersfleld turf, the deep 
raviuea, and rushing brooks. The sun shone almost 
through the blind of the open window on the large 
library table, where sat Louis at hia own end, writing 
to hia Inglewood bailiff, and now and then solacing 
himself by lifting with the feather of hia pen one of 
the bells of a delicate lily in a glass before him — a new 
spectacle on the Earl's writing-table ; and so was a 
strip of vellum, with illuminations rich and rare — 
Louis's indulgence when he felt he had earned an 
hour's leisure. There was a ring at the door, a step 
on the stairs, and before the father and son stood 
James, hia little black bag in his hand, like himael^ all 
dust^ and his faoe worn, heat«d, and tired. 

'Then you have not heard from CheveleighP he 
said, in answer to their aatoniahed greetings, producing 
a note, which was eagerly read : — 

' Deasbst Jem, — My uncle says I may write to yoa, 
in case you can leave Isabel, that ho will be glad to 
see you. I told you that dear grandmamma had a 
cold, and so we would not let her come to Isabel ; but 
I little guessed what was coming. It only seemed a 
feverish cold, and Jane and I almost laughed at my 
uncle for choosing to send for a doctor. He was not 
alarmed at first, but yesterday she was inert and 
sleepy, and he asked for more advice. Dr. Hastings 
came to-day, and ohi Jem, he calls it a breaking up 
of the constitution, and does not think she will rally. 
She knows us, but she is almost always drowsy, and 
very hard to rouse. If you can come without hurtii^ 
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Isabel, I know you wi]!. We want you all the more, 
becanae my uncle will not let me send for Mr. Danvers. 
Poor TJncle Oliver is dreadfully troubled. 

' Your most affeotionate Claka.' 

' Transplantataon baa killed ber — I knew it would !' 
said James, as Louis stood, witb the note in bis band, 
as if not yet understanding the blow. 

' Hay,' said the Earl, ' it ia an age at wbiob we could 
hardly hope she would long be spared. You could 
leave Mrs. James Frost with comforti' 

'Yes, Miss Mercy undertakes ber — she ia doing 
well — she would not hear of my staying. I must go 
on, the train starts at two,' he added, hastily, looking 
at the time-piece. 

'We will send you,' said Lord Oitnersfield. 'Take 
time to rest. You look very ill ! You ahould have 
some luncheon.' 

'No, thank you!' said James, at first witb tbe 
instinct of resistance ; but yielding and confessing, 
' Charlotte went into hysterics, and I had nothing to 
eat before I came away.' 

Iiouis came forward from the window where he had 
been standing as in a dream; he laid his hand on 
James's shoulder, and said, ' I will go !' His voice was 
hardly audible, but, clearing it, and striving to recal 
his thoughts, be added, ' Father, I can be sjwred. Tbe 
division ia not coming on to-night, or you could get 
me a pair. 

The Earl looked dnubtfiilly at James. 

' Yea, let me go,' said Louis. ' I must see her again. 
It baa been mother and eon between ua.' And, hiding 
his fece in bis hands, he hurried out of tbe room. 

' Let him come,' said James. ' If duty and afiectiou 
claim a right, none have sucb as he.' 

' I hesitate only as to acting unceremoniously by 
your uncle.' 

'This ia no moment for ceremony — no time to 
deprive her of whatever she loves best.' 
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'Be it BO, then. His own feeliogs are hia beet 
passport, and well has she deserved all that he oan 
ever feell And, James, if she should express anj 
desire to see me, if I caa be of any use in settling 
matters, or ootild promote any better understanding 
■with your nnde, I am ready at a moment's notice. I 
would come at once, but that many might be burden- 
some to your uncle and sister.' 

The two cousins were quickly on their way, Jamea 
took a second-class ticket, the first time he had ever 
done so in traTelling with bia cousin, Fitzjooelyn, 
placed himself beside him without remark. 

James dozed as well as the narrow seat would 
permit, and only woke to chafe at each halt ; and Louis 
mused over the associations of those scenes, and last 
year's triumphant return. Had the change of habits 
truly hastened the decay of her powersT had her son's 
toil and success been merely to bring her home to the 
grave of her fathers, at the expenseof so many heartburn- 
ings, separations, and dissensions^ At least, he trusted 
that her last hours might be crowned by the peac&- 
maker's joy, and that she might see strife and bitterness 
laid aside between Oliver, and Henry's only aurriTing 

Alas ! it was not to be. The shatters and blinds 
were closed, and Clara met them at the door, her pale 
fece and streaming eyes forestalling the tidings. The 
frame, hitherto so vigorous and active, had been spared 
long or weary decay; and tranquil torpor had roildly 
conducted the bappy, gentle spirit to full repose. She 
had slumbered away without revival or sneering, as 
one who did ' rest from her labours,' and ber eyes had 
been closed on the previous night. 

Ctara wept as she spoke; but she had been alon« 
with her sorrow long enough to face it, and enduro 
calmly. 

Hot so her brother. It was anguish to have come 
too late, and to have missed the last word and look; 
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and he strode madly up aud down the room, almost 
raving at the eeparation and removal which he declared 
had killed her. 

' Oh, speak to him, Louia f cried Clara. ' Oh, what 
ahaU I dor 

As she spoke, the door was opened, and Mr. Dynevor 
came in, with a grief-stricken lock and quieter manner; 
but his entrance iostantlj silenced all James's demon- 
strations, and changed them into a haughty, compressed 
bitterness, as though he actually looked on him in the 
light of his grandmother's destroyer. 

' Ah 1 James,' began his uncle, gently, ' I wish yoa 
had been here earlier !' 

'I left home by the firet train after hearing I 
ought to have heard sooner.' 

' I could not suppose you would choose to come here 
without serious reason,' said Oliver, with more dignity 
than usual. ' However, I would willingly forget, and 
you will remain here for the present.' 

' I must apologize for having thrust myself on you, 
sir,' said Louis, ' but, indeed, I could not stay away. 
After what she haa been to me, ever since I can 
remember her — ' and tears cut him short. 

'Sir, it does you honour!' retm^ed Oliver. '8he 
was attached to you. I hope you will not leave us as 

Louis felt as if he could not leave the house where 
what was mortal of his dear old aunt yet remained, 
and he likewise had a perception that he might be a 
support and assistance to Clara in keeping the peace 
between her brother and uncle ; so he gratefully 
aocepted the invitation. 

Mr. Dynevor presently explained that he intended 
the funerol to t^e place at the end of the week 

' I can not be so long from home,' said James, in a 
quick, low voice. 

Olsfa ran up to her uncle, laid her hand on his arm, 
and drew him into a window, whence he presently 
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tnmed, saying, ' Your sister tells me that yon oannot 
be so long absent in the present state of your family. 
If possible, the day shall be hastened.' 

James was obliged to say, ' Thank you I' bat any 
ooBoea^on seemed to affect Tiim like an injury. 

Orievous work was it to remain at Cheveleigh, 
nnder the constant dread of some unbecoming outbreak 
between uncle and nephew. Fortunately, Oliver had 
too mach on his hands to have much time to spend 
with the othera; but when they were together, thei-e 
was scarcely a safe sabjeot, not even the intendt:d 
names of the twins. James made hasty answer that 
they had already received their names, Mercy and 
Salome. Louis and Clara both cried out incredu- 

' Yes,' said James. ' We dont like fiuuily names.' 

' But such as those !' 

' I wish nothing better for them than to he snch 
another pair of faithful sisters. May they only do aa 
well, poor children I' 

The end was softer than the beginning, and there 
was a tight short sigh, that seemed to burut upward 
from a whole world of suppressed anxiety and 
despondence. 

It was not easy to undcTstand him ; he would not 
talk of home, was brief about hie little Catharine; and 
when Clara said something of Isabel's writings, 
formerly his great pride, and feared that she would 
have no more time for them, his blunt answer was, 
'She ought not' 

These comparatively indifferent topics were the only 
resource; for he treated allusions to his grandmother 
as if they were rending open a wound, and it was only 
in his absence that Louis and Clara could hold the 
conveniations respecting her, which were their chief 
comfort and relief. If they were certain that Oliver 
was busy, and James writing letters, they would walk 
up and down the sheltered alley, where Louis had 
li^ year comforted Clank The green twilight and 
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chequered Aade well accorded with the state of their 
minds, darkened, indeed, by one of the Beverest loasea 
th&t could ever be&ll either of them, and yet it was a 
Borrow full of thankiiihieaa and blessed hope. 

Louis spoke of hia regret that scenes of uncongenial 
gaiety should have been forced upon her last year. 

' I believe it made very little difference to her,' said 
Clara. ' She did just what Uncle Oliver vriahed, but 
only as she used to play with us, no more; nay, rather 
less for her own amusement than as she would play 
at battledore, ot at thread-paper verses.' 

' And she was not teased nor harassed V 

' I think not She was grieved if I were set against 
U^le Oliver's plans, and really hurt if she could not 
make him think as she did about right and wrong, but 
otherwise she was always bright. She never found 
people tiresome; she could find something kind to say 
to and for the silliest; and when my uncle's display 
was most provoking, she would only laugh at 'poor 
Oliver's' odd notions of doing her honour. I used to 
be quite ashamed of the fuss 1 would make when I 
thought a thing vulgar; when I saw that sort of 
vanity by the side of her real indifference springing 
fixim unworldliness.' 

' And then her mornings were quietl' 

'More quiet than at home. While we were riding, 
she used to sit with her dear old big Bible, and the 
two or three old books she was 8o fond of. You 
remember her Sutton and her Bishop Home, and often 
she would show me some passage that had stj^ck her 
as prettier than ever, well as she had always known 
it. Once she said she was very thankful for the 
leisure time, free &om household cares, and even from 
friendly gossip; for she said first she had been gay, 
then she had been busy, and had never had time to 
meditate quietly.' 

' So she made a cloister of this grand house. Ah ! I 
trusted she was past being hurt by external things. 
That grand old age was &e a pure glad air where 

VOL. II. Jt 
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froildly fumes could not mount np. My only fear 
Tould have been this unlucky estrangement makiDg 
her unhappy.' 

< I think I may tell you how she felt it,' said Clara ; 
' I am trying to tell James, but I don't know whether 
I can. 8he said she had come to perceive that die 
had confounded pride with independence. She blamed 
herself so that I could not bear to bear it, for the 
grand fine thii^ in her life. She said pride had made 
her stand alone, and unkindly spurn much that was 
kindly meant. I don't mean that she repented of the 
actions, but of the motives ; she said the glory of being 
beholden to no one had run through everything ; and 
had been very hurtful even to Uncle Oliver. She 
never let him know all her straits, and was too proud, 
she said, to ask, when she was hurt at his not offering 
help, and so she made him seem more hard-hearted, and 
let us become set i^ainst hi-m. She said she had fostered 
the same temper in poor Jem, who had it strongly 
enough by inheritance, and that she had never known 
the evil, nor understood it as pride, till she saw the 
effects.' 

' Did they make her unhappy)' 

' She cried when she spoke of it, and I have seen 
her in tears at church, and found her eyes red whea 
she had been alone, but I don't think it was a hard, 
cruel sorrow; I think the sunshine of her nature 
managed to beam through it.' 

'The sunshine was surely love,' said Louis, 'making 
the rainbow of hope on the tears of repentanoe. 
Perhaps it Is a blessing vouchsafed to the true of heart 
to become aware of such a hidden constitutional 
infirmity in time to wash it out with blessed tears like 

' Hidden,' said Glara, 'yes, indeed it was, even from 
herself, because it never showed in manner, like my 
pride ; she was gracious and aSable to all the world. 
I heard the weeding-women saying, ' she had not one 
bit of pride,' and when I told her of it, she shook her 
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head, and laughed sadly, aad said that was th« kind of 
thing which had taken her in.' 

' Common parlance is a deceitful thing,* said Louis, 
B^hiog ; ' people can't even be sincere vithoat doing 
harm J Well, I had looked to see her made happy bj 
harmony between those two!' 

' She gave up the hope of seeing it,' said Olara, ' but 
she looked to it all the sam& iShe said meekly one 
day that it might be her penalty to see them at 
variance in her own lifetime, but over her grave 
perhaps they would be reconciled, and her prayers 
be answered. How she did love UntAe Oliver ! Do 
you know, Louis, what she was to him showed me what 
the mother's love must be, which we never missed, 
because— because we had her !' 

'Don't talk of it, Clara,' said Louis, hastily; 'wa 
cannot dwell on oursetvee, and bear it patiently I' 

It was truly the loss of a most tender mother to 
them both; bringing for the first time the sense of or- 
phanhood on the girl, left between the uncongenial 
though doting uncle, and theirritable though affectionato 
brother; and Louis, though his home was not broken 
up, suffered scarcely less. His aunt's playful sweet- 
ness had peculiarly accorded with his disposition, and 
the afieotion and confidence of his fond, oliiiging nature 
had fastened themselves upon her, all the more in the 
absence of his own Maiy. Eaeh loss seemed to make 
the other more painfoL Aunt Kitty's correspondence 
was another link cut away between him and Peru, and 
he had never known such a sense of dreariness in his 
whole life. Clara was going patiently and quietly 
through those trying days, with womanly cou- 
sideratenesB; believing herself supported by her brother, 
and being so in &ct by the mere sisterly gratification 
of his presence, though she was far more really 
sustained and assisted, by Fit^ocelyn. How much 
happier was the sorrow of Louis and Clara than that 
of James or Oliver! Tempers such as those in which 
the uncle and nephew but too closely resembled each 
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other were soured, not softened by grie^ and every 
arrangement raised discussions whidi did not tead to 
bring them nearer together. 

Oliver designed a stately funeral Nothing was too 
much for him to lavish on his mother, and he was 
profuse in ordere for hangings, velvet, blazonry, mutes, 
and hired mourners, greedy of offers of the dreary 
state of empty carriages, demanding that of Lord 
Onnersfield, and wanting James to write to Lady 
Conway for the same purpose. 

Nothing could be more adverse to the feeUngs of the 
grandchildren ; but Clara had been schooled into letting 
her uncle have his way, and knew that dear granny 
would have said Oliver might do as be pleased with 
her in death as in life, owning the afiectioo bo 
unpleasantly manifested ; James, on the other hand, 
could see no affection, nothing but disgusting parade, 
«g abhorrent to his grandmother's taste as to his own. 
He thought he had a right to be consulted, for he by 
no means believed himself to have abdicated hia head- 
ship of the family; and he made his voice heard - 
entirely without effect, except the indignation of hia 
uncle, and the absence of the Conway carriage; 
although Lord Ormersfield wrote that he should bring 
Sir Walter in his own person, thus leaving James 
divided between satisfaction in any real token of 
respect to hia grandmother, and dislike to gratifying 
Oliver's ostentation by the production of hia baronet 
kin. 

Sydney Calcott wrote to him in the name of varioos 
former scholars of Mrs. Frost, anxious to do her the 
last honours by attending the funeral. Homage to her 
days of gallant exertion in poverty was most welcome 
and touching to the young people; but their unole, 
without taste to understand it, wishing to forget her 
labours, and feni^ing them discreditable to a daughter 
of the Dynevors, received the proposal like an 
indignity; and but for Fitzjocelyn's mediation and 
ezpostuktions, it would have been most nusuitably 
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rejected. He was obliged to take the answer into hia 
own hands, since Oliver insisted that his mother was 
to be regarded in no light save that of Mrs. Dynevor, 
of Cheveleigh; and Jamea was equally reaolved that 
she should be only Mrs. Frost, of Dynevor Terrace. 

It was heart-sickening to see these bickerings over 
the grave of one so loving and so beloved ; and very 
trying to be always on the alert to obviate the 
snappings that might at any time become a sharp 
dissension; but nothing very distressing actually arose 
until the last day before the funeral, when the three 
coiisins were sitting together in the morning-room; 
James writing letters. 

'I am asking Lady Conway to give you a bed to- 
morrow night, Clara,' he said. 'We shall be at home 
by three o'clock,' 

' Oh, Jem !' said Gara, clasping her hands to keep 
them from trembling; ' I never thought of that.' 

'You are not ready! That ia unlucky, for I cannot 
oome to fetch you; but I suppose you can travel down 
. with Jane. Only I should have thought it easier to 
do the thing at once.' 

'But, Jem I has my uncle said anything? Does he 
wish me to gol' 

James laid down his pen, and stood upright, as if 
he did not understand her words. 

Clara came up to him, saying, ' I believe I ought to 
do what he may wish.' 

' I told you,' said James, as if her words were not 
worth considering, ' that you need only remain here on 
her acooniLt, who no longer needs you.' 

Louis would have lefb them to themselves, but 
Clara's glance sued for his protection, and, as he settled 
himself in his chair, she spoke with more decision. — 
' Dear James, nothing would make me so happy as to 
go to dear home ; bnt I do not think graudjoanuna 
would like me to leave Uncle Oliver.' 

' Oh, very well,' said James, sitting down to his 
writing, as if he had done with her; ' I underatand.' 
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'Dear James! O tell me you are not angry with 
me I Tell me you think I am right!' cried Clara, 
alarmed by his maimer. 

' Quite right in one paint of Tiew,' he said, mth 
acrimony, 

' James,' said Lonis, very low, but so as to mate 
them both start, ' that is not the way to treat yonr 

' We will renew the discussion another time, if you 
wish it, Claia,' said Jamea 

'Ko,' said Clara, 'I wish Louis to he here. He will 
judge for me,' aud she spoke clearly, her face colotiritig. 
'It waagrandmamma'a great wish that Ishonld love my 
uncla She used to beg me to be patient with 
him, and rejoioed to see us together. She often said 
he must not be left with no one to make a home for 
him, and to go out to Lima again.' 

' Did she erer desire you to remain here)' 

' Ho,' said Clara, ' she never did ; but I am convinced 
that if she had known how soon she was to leave us, 
she would have done so. I feel as much bound aa if 
she had. I have heard her call him my charge. And 
not only so, but my uncle has never varied in his 
kindness to me; and when he worked all his life for 
grandmamma, and my father, it would be wicked and 
cruel in me — if he does care for me — to forsake him, 
now he has lost them all, and is growing old.' 

' You need not scruple on that score,' Bud James. 
' He has attained his object, and made the most of it. 
He is free now, and he will soon find a Rosita, if his 
mines are not sufficient for him.' 

'James, you should not say wrong things,' said 
Clara. 

' I am not likely to think it wrong, whatever you 
may. I have no expectations. Do not rise up in 
arms against me, Fitzjocelyn; I do not accuse her. I 
might have foreseen it. She meant well at first, but 
the Terrace cannot bear competition with a place like 
this. Where two so-called duties clash, she is at 
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perfect liberty to make her choice. It -would not be 
easy to come down to what I have to offer. I uoder- 
stand. The world will call it a wise choice. Say no 
more, Olara, I feel no anger.' 

She attempted no words ; she clasped her hands over 
her &ce, and ran out of the room. 

' James,' sud Louis, rising, indignation rendering 
hia voice more low and clearly diatinct than ever, ' I 
little thought to hear you insult that orphan sister of 
yonrs in her grief. 'No I I shall not defend her ; I shall 
go to give her what comfort I can. Heaven help her, 
poor lonely child 1' 

He \ra^ gona James paced aboat in desperation, 
raving against Louis for maintaining what he thought 
Clara's self-deceptiou; and, in the blindness of anger, 
imagining that their ultra-generosity would conduct 
them to the repair of Ormersfield with the revenues 
of Cheveleigh ; and, disdainful as he was, it seemed 
another cruel outrage that his rightful inheritance 
should be in the hands of another, and his children 
portionless. He was far too wrathful to have any 
consistency or discrimination in his anger, and be was 
cruelly wounded at finding that his sister deserted him, 
aa he thought, for her uncle's riches, and that his own 
closest friend was ready to share the spoil. 

In the stillness of the house, the sound of a door had 
revealed to Louis whereto seek his cousin. It was in the 
grand saloon, where the closed shutters availed not to 
exclude the solid beams of slanting sunlight fiJling 
through the crevices, and glancing on the gilding, velvet, 
and blazonry upon the costly coffin, that shut her out 
from the dear tender hands and lips that had never 
&iled to caress away ber childish griefs. At first, tbe 
strange broad lines of shadowy light in the gloom were 
all he could see, but one ray tinged with paly light a 
plaited tress, which could only be Clara's flaxen hair. 

She had fl.ung herself crouching in a heap, on tho 
floor, never stirring, so that he almost feared she had 
fainted ; and, kneeling on one knee beside her, spoke 
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Bootbingly : ' My poor little dear Clary, this Ib the 
worst of all; but yon know it was not Jem who 
Bpoke. It waa only prejndice and temper. He is not 
himset£' 

The dim light seemed to enconrage Clara to lift her 
head to listen to the kind words. ' Was I so very 
wrong f she murmored; 'you know I never thought of 
that! Wm he forgive me, and let me come hornet 
But, oh, granny ! and what is to become of my nndel* 
she ended, with a aound of miaery. 

' Not here, not now, Clara — ' said Louis; 'She is in 
perfect peace; unhurt by our unhappy dissensionB; 
she is with Him who looks at hearts, who can take 
away all variance,' 

There was a short space of silence, as the two 
cousins knelt in the darkened room, in the sunbeams,' 
which seemed as if they could not yet forsake her who 
had lived in the light of love. 

Presently Louis gave Clara his hand to raise h^, 
and led her into the adjoining room, also dim, but full 
of sweet fragmnt breezes from the garden. He 
seated her on a low couch, and stood by, anxdonsly 
watching her. 

' If he had only told me I was wrong f she sighed. 

' He could not tell you so, Clara, for it is not wroi^f, 
and he knows it Is not. He will thank you by-and-by 
for not attending to him, now that he does not know 
what he says. He is fairly distracted with this grief 
coming upon his home cares.' 

' Cares at dear, dear happy home I' cried Clara. 
' 2feTer!' 

'Ah, Clara! T fear that much comfort went away 
with dear granny. I thiuk he is overtasking himself 
at the school; and three children within a year may 
well make a man anxious and oppressed.' 

' And I have vexed and disappointed him more 1' 
exclaimed she. * No wonder he was angry, and ready 
to impute anything I But he will believe me, he will 
forgive me, he will take me home.' 
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'It ia my belief,' said Fitgocelyn, in Ha peculiar 
way, 'that the worst injury you could do to James 
would be to give way to the spirit that has possessed 

' But, Iiouis,' cried Clara, wildly astonished, ' I must 
go; X can't have Jem saying these things of me.' 

' His saying them does not make them true.' 

' He ia my brotlier. He haa the only right to me. 
If I most choose between him and my uncle, he must 
be mine— mine.' 

'You have not to choose between him and your 
uncle. You have to choose between right and wrong, 
between his fren^ uid his true good.' 

' My brother ! my brother ! I go with my brother !" 
was still her vehement cry. Without listening to her 
cousin's last words, she made a gesture to put hirn aside, 
and rose to huny to her brother. 

But Iiouis stood before her, and spoke gravely. 
' Tery well. Yield yourself to his management Go 
back to be another burden upon a household, poor 
enough already to sour him with cares. Let him tell 
your uncle that both his brother's children loathe the 
fruit of the self-sacrifioe of a lifetime. Transgress 
your grandmother's wishes ; condemn . that poor man 
to a desolate, objectless, covetous old age; make the 
breach irreconcilable for ever; and will James be the 
bettor or the happier for your allowing his evil tomper 
the fiill swing 1' 

Clara wrung her hands. ' My uncle ! Yea, what 
shall I do with my nuclei If I ooidd only have them 
both)' 

'This way you would have neither. Keep the 
straight path, and you may end in having both.' 

' Straight— I don't know what straight is I It most 
be right to cling to my own brother in his noble 
poverty. Oh I that be should imagine me caring ibr 
this horrid, horrid stato and grandeur!' 

Jjoois recurred to the old argument, that James did 
not know what he was saying, and i«called her to the 
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remembrance of what she had felt to be the rigbt 
course before Jsmes's ebullition. She owned it most 
reluctantly ; but oh I she said, would James still 
forgive her, &nd not believe such dreadful things, but 
truBt and be patient with her, and perht^ Uncle 
OUver might after aU. be set on going to Peru, and 
beyond remonstranca Then it would all come right — 
no, not right, for granny had dreaded bis going. 
Confused aud distressed by the conflicting claims, 
Clara was thankful for the present respite given to 
her by Louis's promise that his father should sound 
her uncle as to his wishes and intentions. Lord 
Ormerafield'a upright, unimpasaioned j udgment appeared 
like a sort of refuge from the conflict of the various 
claims, and he was besides in a degree her guardian, 
being the sole executor of the only will which Mrs. 
Frost had ever made, soon after the orphans came 
under her charge, giving the Terrace to Jamea, and 
dividing the money in the Funds between the two. 

Weeping, but not unhopeful — convinced, though not 
acknowledging it — inly praying for strength and 
patience,and hungering for one kind word from Jamea — 
Clara quitted that almost brother, in whose counsel he 
had constrained her to seek relief, and went to her 
own chamber, there to throw henielf on the guidfuice 
of that Friend, who sticketh closer than a brother. 

The remaining part of the day passed quietly. 
James did not consciously make any difference in lus 
manner, meaning to be still affectionate, though dis- 
t^pointed, and pitjiing her mistake, both as to her 
present happiness and future good. 

Lord Ormersfield and Walter arrived in the evening, 
and James applied himself to finding occupation for 
his brother-in-law, whom he kept out of the way 
in the garden very satisfactorily. The Earl was so 
softened and sorrowful, that Clara hardly knew him. 
He deeply felt the loss of the kind, gentle aunt, whose 
sympathy had been more to him than he had bnown 
at the time; the last remnant of the previous genera- 
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tion, tie last link with hia youth, and he -was even 
more grieved for the blank she lefl with Louie than 
for himsel£ By Lotus's desire, he inquired into 
Oliver's intentions. ' Must stay here,' was the answer. 
* Can't leave that child alone with the property. I 
can look to the Equatorial Company here — must do 
without me out there. No, no, I can't leave the girl 
to her brother; he'd teach her his own nasty, spiteful 
temper, and waste the property on all those brats. 
No, I'm fixed here; I must look after Henry's child, 
fine girl, good-tempered girl ; takes after Henry, don't 
yoa think bo!' 

That Clara took after her father in anything but 
being tall and fair, would hardly have been, granted by 
aoy one who knew her bettor than the Earl, but he 
readily allowed it, and Oliver proceeded : — ' As long 
as she does not marry, here I am; but I trust some one 
will soon take the eare of her off my hands — man who 
would look afler the property well. Bhe's a good girl 
too, and the finest figure in the whole county; lucky 
him who gets her. I shall be sorry to part with the 
child, too, but I shall be working for her, and there's 
nothing left that cares a rash for me now, so I might 
as well' be out of the way of the young things. I 
know the old place at Lima, and the place knows me ; 
and what do I care for this now my mother is gone) 
If I oould only see Clara safe settled here, then 1 
should care as little what became of me as I suppose 
she would.' 

The Earl was touched by the dreary, desponding 
tone of the reply, and reported it to Louis and Clara 
with such terms, lihat Clara's decision was made at once, 
namely, that it would be wrong and cruel to cast away 
her uncle, and be swayed by James's prejudice; and 
Lord X)rmeTsfield told her with grave approval that 
she was quite right, and that he hoped that Jamea 
would recover from hia unreasonable folly. 

' Make Jem forgive mo,' said Clara, fiiiutly, as her 
announcement of her purpose, when she finally sought 
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her room, obliged to be thought meanl; of, rather thaa 
do ill; deufing her fondest affections, cutting herself 
aS &Dm all she loved, and, with but this consolation, 
that ahe was doing aa grandmamma would have bidden 
her. Oh, how her heart yearned after home I 

On the morrow, Clara sorrowed in her solitary 
chamber alone with faithful Jane, who, amid her 
borsts of tears, felt the one aatia&ction, that her dear 
mistress had lived to be buried like the stock she came 
ol^ and who counted the carrisges and nambered the 
Bcar&, like so many additional tributes from the 
aSectioQ of her dear Master Oliver. 

Once on that day James was visibly startled &om 
his heavy, stem mood of compressed. Indignant sorrow. 
It was ea he advanced to the entrance of the vault, 
and his eye was struck 1^ a new and very handsome 
tablet on the walL It was to the lather, mother, uid 
young brother and sisters, whose graves had been 
hastily made fiu* away in the time of the pestilence, 
the only Dynevors who did not lie in the tombs of 
their fathers. For one moment James moved nearer 
to his ande. Gould he have spoken then, what might 
not have followed 1 but it was impossible, and the 
impulse passed away. 

But he was kind when he hurried upataira for a last 
embrace to Clara. He still felt fondly, brotherly, and 
compassionate ; and all the more, because she had 
proved more weak against temptation than he had 
expected. His fiirewell was, 'Cood-bye, my poor 
Clara, God bless you.' 

' Oh, thank yon !' cried Clara, firom the bottom of 
her heart. ' You fo^ve me, James T 

* I forgive ; I am sorry for you, my poor child. 
Mind, Dynevor Terrace is still your home, if you do 
not find the happiness you expect in your chosen lot.' 

' Happiness I' but he had no time to hear. He was 
gone, while she sobbed out her message of love for 
Isabel, and Louis ran up, pale with represaed suffering, 
and speaking with difficulty, as he wrung her band, 
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md murmured, ' Oh, Clara I may ve but abide 
patiently.' 

After hia good-bye, he turned back i^ain to say, 
'I'm selfiah; but let me put you in miad not to 
let the Lima oorrespondeaoe drop.' 

'Oh, no, no; you know I won't.' 

'Thank you I And let me leave you Mary's key- 
note of comfort, ' Coimnit thy way unto the Lord, and 
He will bring it to pass." 

' Thank yon,' said Clara, in her turn, and she was 
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CHAPTER XIL 

THE FB08T HOUSEHOLD. 

The wind of Uto breathed gently forth, 
Nov Bhifled east, and aost by north, 
Bwe trees and ehnibfl but ill, yon know. 
Could abetter them from nun or snow, 
Stepping into their neato they paddtad, 
Themsel™* were chilled, their egg» were addled. 
Soon every lather bird and mother 
Grew quairelsome, and pecked each other. 

Pairiiig Time AiUieipated — Cowfiqi. 

THKEE veeka longer did tlie eession drag on, bat 
on the jojful day when release was given, Lord 
Ormerafield was surprised to find Mr. Dynovor'B card 
upon his table, with an addreaa at Farrance'a hotel. 

Louie alone was at leisure, to repair thither. He 
found Clara alone, looking as if her grief were still very 
fresh, and, though striving to speak gaily, the tears yeiy 
near the sar&ce. 

'We are going abroad,' she said; 'TJncle Oliver 
thinks it a part of my education, and declares he will 
not have me behind the Miss Brittons. We are bound 
Btraight for Switzerland.' 

' Lucky girl,' said Louis. 

' Lm sure I don't care for it,' said Clara ; ' mountains 
and pictures are not a bit in my line, unless I had 
, Isabel and you, Louis, to make me care.' 

' Learn, then,' said Louis ; ' it shows that your 
education is defective. Yes, I see,' he continued, as 
Clara siglied heavily, ' but you don't know the good 
it will do you to have your miiid forcibly tunied 

' If I could only ut quiet in a comer,' said Clara. 
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' So f on will, in nuiny a oomer of a raOwvy carriage.' 

She Biniled a little. ' The truth ia,' aha said, ' that 
poor Uncle Oliver caniiot be quiet. I can't see what 
pleasure Italy will be to him, but he is too miaerable 
at home. I never Baw such restless nuhappiness ? and 
her eyes filled with tears. ' Oh, lionis I I am glad yon 
would not let me say anything about leaving him. 
Sometimes when be bids me good night, he puts his 
arm round me, and Bays so pitiiully that I do not care 
for him. Do you know, I think mine ia the little spar 
of love that he tries to cling to in the great shipwreck ; 
and I feel quite sorry ami hypocritical that it ia such a 
poor, miserable shred.* 

' It will grow,' said Louis, Bmiling. 

' I don't know ; he is terribly provoking sometimes — 
and without dear granny to hinder the rubs. O, 
Louis I it ig true that there ia no bearing to stay at 
home iu those great empty roomsl' 

' And Janef 

' Oh, she goes,' said Clara, recovering a smile ; ' she is 
firmly persuaded that we shall run into another 
revolution, and as she could not frighten ns by the 
deeoription of your wounds, she decides to come and 
dress ours when we get any. Dear old Jenny, I am 
glad she goes; she is the only creature I oou talk to; 
but, Louis, before my uncle comes in, I have some- ■ 
thing to give you.' 

It was the letters that Mary had written to bor 
aunt since the parting, and the Spanish books which 
ahe had left in her charge. 

' It is vary kind in you, Clara,' said Louis, fervently. 

They talked of Mary, and a little of James, from 
whom Clara bad onoe heard ; but it had been a stiff 
letter, as if a barrier were between them, and thea Mr. 
Dynevor came in, and seemed pleased to find Louis 
there; even asking hiin whether he could not join 
them on their tour, and help Clara to speak French. 

' Ko, thank you, sir,' said Louis, ' I am a&aid my 
company brou^t no good ln<^ last time.' 
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' Never mind that — manage better now — ha, Clara.' 

'It would be very nice; but he haa a great deal too 
much to do at home,' said Clara. 

Oliver would not be persuaded that Fitzjooeljm 
would not meet them abroad, and began magniluquently 
talking of hia courier, and his route; and while he was 
looking for the map, the two cousioa smiled, and 
Clara said, — ' Lucky you to have work at home, and to 
stay with it' 

' Only I say, Clara, when you break down anywhere, 
send me a telegraph.' 

' Ko such good Inok,' sighed Clara. 

' So he won't come,' said her uncle, when he was 
gone ; ' but we shall have him. following us yet — Ha ! 
ha! Never mind, Clara.' 

Clara laughed. She knew what her uncle meant, but 
the notion was to her too impossible and ridicnlouB 
even to need a bluab. She did not think the world 
contained Louis's eqnal; but she had always known 
that his love was disposed o^ and she no more thought 
of wishing for it than for any other impossible thing. 
His affection for Mary gave her no more pain than 
did that of James for Isabel ; and she would have 
treated with scorn and anger anything that impeached 
his constancy. The pleasure with which he received 
Mary's letters was the single satisfaction that she car* 
ried away with her. 

And so she was borne away, and her sad heart could 
not choose but be somewhat enlivened by change aod 
novelty, while her uncle made it hi^ business to show 
her everything aa rapidly as it could be seen, appa- 
rently with no relish himself for aught but perpetual 
movement. 

So passed the autumn with Clar& It was not 
much brighter at Dynevor Terrace. Clara, being still 
onder age, had it not in her power to rewgn her half 
of her grandmother's income, even if her broths 
would have accepted it ; and 701. made a difference in 
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Buch an income aa James's, more especially aa his imio- 
vationB did not tend to fill the school. 

Murmurs were going about that Mr. Frost was 
severe, or that he was ji^ial. Some ceoBored his old 
opinions, others his new studies; one had been afironted 
by l>eing almost told his boy was a dunce, another 
bated all this uew-&ngled nonsense. The lailies were 
all,toawoman,upagainst his wife,her airs, her poverty, 
her twins, and her housekeeping; and seldom spoke 
of her {lave to oontrast her with good old Mrs. Frost. 
And then it was plain that something was wrong be- 
tween him and his unole, and no one oould believe but 
that his temper had been the cause. The good Mian 
Faithfulls struggled in vain to silence scandal, and 
keep it from ' coming round;' and luckily Isabel was 
the last person liltely either to hear or resent. 

The boys met with decreased numbeis after the 
holidays ; and James received them with undiminished 
energy, but with failing patience, and a temper not 
improved by the late transactions at Cheveleigh, and 
fretted, as Louis had divined, by home cares. 

Of all living women, Isabel was one of the least formed 
by habits or education to be an economical housewife 
and the mother of twins. Maternal love did not deve- 
lop into unwearied delight in infant companionship, 
nor exclusive interest in baby smiles ; and while she 
had great vimons for the future ednoation of her little 
maidens, she was not desirous to prolong the time 
qtent in their society, but in general preferred peace 
and Sir Hubert. On the other hand, James was an 
unusually caressing father. After hours among rough 
inattentive boys, nothing rested him so much as to 
fondle those tender creatures; his eldest girl knew 
him, and was in ecstasy whenever he approached; 
and the little pair of babies, by their mere soft help- 
lessness, gave him an indescribable sense of fondness 
and refreshment. His little ones were all the world to 
him, and he oould not see how a pattern mother should 

TOL. It M 
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ever be so hapf^ aa with them around her. He forgot 
the difierenoe between the pastime of an hour and thg 
emploTioent of a day. The need of such care on her 
port was the greater sinoe the nm^ery eetablishm^tt 
was deficient. The grand nurse had almost abdicated 
ou the double addition to her charge, and had only 
been bribed to stay by an ili-spared iucreaae in wage^ 
and a share In an underling, who was also to help Char- 
lotte in her housemaid'a department. NeTerthelea, 
the nurse was always complaining; the children, thoaf^ 
healthy, always crying, and their father always o^ 
fai.in it was somebody's faiTt. Soe did the &tnUy 
ezpeoKA diminish, retrench his own indulgences as 
he might. It was the mistress's eye that was want- 
ing, and Isabel did not know bow to use it. The few 
domeatic cares that she peroeired to be her dnty were 
gone through as weary tasks, and her mind contiDned 
involved in her own romantic world, where she wm 
oblivious of all that was troublesome or vexations. 
Now and then she was aware of a sluggish dolness 
that seemed to be creeping over her higher aspirations — 
a want of glow and feeling on religious subjects, even 
in the most sacred moments ; and she wondered and 
grieved at a condition, such as she had never expe- 
rienced in what she had thought iar more untoward 
circamatances. She did not see the difference between 
doing her best when her wiil was thwarted, and b«r 
present life of neglect and indulgence. Nothing roused 
her; she did not perceive omissions that would hav« 
fretted women of honsewifely instincts, and her scA 
dignity and smooth temper felt few annoyances ; and 
though James could sometimes be petulant, he ww 
always withheld from reproving her both by bis 
enthusiastic fondness, and his sense that for him 
she had quitted her natural station of ease and pro- 
sperity. 

On a dark hazy November afternoon, when the 
boys had been unusually obtuse and mischierons, and 
Jamea, worn-out^ wearied, and uncertain whether his 
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onts bad alighted on the most gnilty heads, strode 
home with his arm full of Latin exercises, launched 
them into the study, and -waa runni^ up to the 
drawing-room, when he almost fell over Charlotte, who 
was Bcouring the etaira. 

She gave a little start and Boream, and stood up to 
let him pass. He was about to rebuke her for doing 
iuoh work at suoh an hour ^ but he saw her flushed, 
pMiting, and evidently rery tired, and his wrath was 
averted. Hurrying on to the drawing-room, he found 
Isabel eagerly writing. She looked up witJi a pretty 
smile of greeting; but he only nta his hand through 
his already disordered hair, and exclaimed — 

' Our stairt are like the Ctq)tun of Enookdundar's. 
Ton never know they are cleaned, except hy tumbling 
over the bucket and the maid.* 

' Are they being done V said Isabel, quietly. ' I 
suppose the maids were busy this morning.' 

'And Oharlotte, tool She looks half dead. I 
thought Ellen was to do such work, and ought to have 
done it in proper time.' 

' Little Catharine is so fieitfal, that Z!l]en cannot be 
spared from the nursery.' 

' I suppose she might be, if you were not absorbed 
in that writing.' 

* I had the children with me, while the servants were 
at dinner; but Kitty was so troublesome, that I could 
not keep her. I am particularly anziouB to finish 
this.' 

'Some people would think a sick ohild more en- 
grossing than that — ' He had very nearly said 
trash, but he broke off short. 

' There is nothing really the matter with her,' 
begMi Isabel, composedly ; but James did not wait to 
listen, and muttenng, ' That girl will be killed if she 
goes on,' he ran up to the nursery, whence he already 
heard a sound of low fretting. 

The ohild was sitting on the nurse's lap, with a hot 
red spot on one cheek, teaaad and disturbed by the 
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uoiBM that the lesser ones were constantly making, aa 
one lay in her oot, and the other was carried about by 
the girl As he Mitered, she shrieked joyously, and 
stretched out her arms ; and Eitty vas at once cl^igin^ 
hugging round his neck. Sending Ellen down to £uiah 
the stairs, he carried off the little girl, fondling and 
talking to her, and happy in her perfect content But 
he did not go to the drawing-room. ' No, no, mamma 
must not be interrupted,' he bitterly thought, as he 
carried her down to the fireless study, hung his plaid 
round himself and her, and walked up and down the 
room with her, amusing her till she fell into a slumber 
on his shoulder. 

Isabel could not at once resume her pen. Her even 
temper was for once ru£Sed, and her bosom swelled 
at the thought that his reprraoh was unjust j she was 
willing to do what was fitting, and he ought not to 
expect her to be an absolute nursery-maid. Women 
must keep up the tone of their own minds, and she 
might be being usetiil to the world as well as to her 
own &mily. If he wanted a mere household drudge, 
why had he not looked elsewhere ) Up went her 
queenly head, as she believed her powers were meant 
for other things ; but her heart gave a painful throb 
at the recollection that poverty had been her voluntary 
choice, and had seemed perfect felioity with James, 
Alas ! she loved, honoured, and admired him, as her 
upright, unselfish, uncompromising husband; but 
worries, and rebukes, and tert answers, had made 
many a r«it in the veil in which her fiuicy had en-- 
folded him. Sir Boland had disappeared, and James 
and Sir Hubert were falling &rther and farther 
asunder. 

And Isabel sighed, partly at the memory of the 
imaginaiy being for whom she had taken James, and 
partly at- the future prospect, the narrow sphere, the 
choice between sohtuds and dull society, the homely 
tolls that must increase, worn-out garments, perpetual 
alphabets, children always whining, and James always 
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irritated, thinking her remies, and coming in with that 
furrow on hia forehead, and Ms hair standing up wildly. 
She shrank from the contemplation, took her letter- 
case on her knee, moved close to the fire to profit b; 
the light, stirred up a clear flame, and proceeded with 
the benevolent hermit, who came to the rescue when 
Sir Hubert waa at the laafc gasp, and Adeline had re- 
ceived his beautiful resigned words. The hermit had 
transported him into his hut, and comforted Adeline, 
and was banning a consolatory harangue, making 
revelations that were to set everything right, wheu 
just aa he had gone as far as ' My son, know that I did 
not always wear this amice,' there was a tap at the 
door, and she saw Fitzjocelyn, who had been at Oak- 
stead for the last few weeks, attending to some matters 
connected with his oonstitnency, 

' Ah ! is it you t' she said, her lap too full of papers 
for her to rise. ' I did not know you were come home.' 

' I came yesterday; and what company do you think 
I had in the train as &r as Estminster V 

' Ah, I can guess ! How does Louisa look V 

' Kather languid ; but Estminster is to work wonders. 
She declares that Korthwold is her best cure, and I 
am speculating whether she will prevail. I think 
Lady Conway dreads your example.' 

' Mamma does not allow for the force of im^^a- 
tion,' said Isabel, not exactly knowing what prompted 
either the words or the sigh. 

' I am come to ask if you will kindly give me a 
dinner. My father is gone to the book-club meeting, 
BO I thought we would try to revive old times,' he said, 
smiling, but sadly, for the present scene was little like 
the No. S of old times. 

' We shall be delighted,' said Isabel, with alacrity, 
relieved at avoiding a iSle-A-tele with her husband at 
present, and refreshed by the sight of one belonging to 
her former life, and external to her present round of 
monotonous detaiL ' Fortunately, it is not a lecture 
night and James will be very glad.' 
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*I suppoM he B not come in from school V 

' Yea, lie i& I think he is in the study. I will let 
liim know/ she aaki, with her hastd on the bell. 

< I will go to him,' said Loiob, departing out of oon- 
sidoTHtion that ahe might wish toe space to attend to 
dinner, room, and dress. The two last were scarcely 
in Buoh a state as he had been used to see at No. 6 : 
books were oo the sofa, the table-cover bong awiy; 
the Dresden Shepherd's hat waa grimed, and hia 
damsel's sprigged gown hemmed with dost ; there 
were no flowers in the vasee, whieh hia annt had 
never left tmsapplied ; and Isabel, though she oould not 
be otherwise than handsome and refined, had her crape 
rumpled, and the heavy folds of her dark hair looking 
quite ready for the evening toilette; and, as she sat on 
her low seat by the fire, the whole had an indescribable 
air of comfort passing into listless indulgence. 

Fitgocelyn poUtely apologised to Mien for a second 
time stepping over her soapy deluge, and, aa he opened 
the study door with a preliminary knock, a voice, as 
aharp and petulant as it waa low, called out, 'HoUo ! 
Be quiet there, can't you I You've no business here 
yet, and I have no time to waste on yonr idleness.' 

' I am sorry to hear it,' stud Ziouis, advancing into 
the dim light of the ungle bed-room candle, which 
only served to make visible the dusky, nushuttered 
windows, and the blade gulf of empty grate. James 
was sitting by the table, with his ohild wnqiped in the 
jJaid, asleep on his breast, and his disengaged hand 
employed in correcting exercises. Without moving, 
he h^d it out, purple and chilled, exclaiming, ' Ha I 
Fit^ocelyn, I took you fw that lout of a Ghwett' 

' Is this an average specimen of your reception of 
your scholars ¥ 

' I was afraid of his waking the child- She has 
been unwell all day, and I have scarcely persuaded her 
to go to sleep.' 

' Emulating Hooker.' 

■ As little in patieaceas in judgment,' sighed James. 
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< And which of them is it who is lulled by the stralua 
of As in pnesenti V 

' 'Which V Baid James, somewhat a&onted. ' Can't 
you tell Bixteen months &om five T 

' I beg her pardon ; but I can't conatruct a whole 
child fi^m an inch of mottled leg — as Professor 
Owen would a megalosaurus &om a tooth. Does she 
walk? 

'Poor child, she must/' said James. 'She thinks 
it very hard to have two sisteca so little younger than 
herself' and he peeped under the plaid at the Uttle 
brown head, and drew it closer round, with a look of 
almost melancholy tenderness, guarding carefully 
against touching her with his cold hands. 

' She will tMok it all the better by-and-by,' said 
Loais. 

' Yoa had better not stay here in the cold. PlI come 
when 1 have heard that boy's imposition and looked ' 
over these exercises.' And he ran his hand through 
his hair again. 

' Don't ! Yoa look like enough to a lion looking 
out of a bush to frighten ten boys already,' said Louis. 
' I'll do the exercises,' pulling the copy-books away. 
' Wha^ yoa don't trust me V as James detained them. 

* So, I don't,' said James, hia cousin's brightness 
awakening his livelier manner. ' It needs an appreiL- 
ticeship to be up to their blunders.' 

' Let me read them to you, I gave notice to leabd 
that I am come to dinner, and no doubt she had 
rather I were disposed of.' 

James objected nn &rther, and the dry labour was 
illuminated by the discursive remarks and moralizings 
which Louis allowed to flow in tbedr natural idle 
coarse, both to divert his dispirited cou«n, and to oon* 
ceal &om himself how much cause there was for depres- 
sion. When the victim of the impo»tion approached, 
Louis prevented the dreaded clumsy entrance, seized 
on a Vii^l, and himself heard the £fty lines, scarcely 
niaking them serve their purpose as a punishment, 
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bat sending the colprit away in an nnnsoally amiable 
t«mper. 

Services from Loois were too natural to James to 
be requited with thanks ; but he was not uncivil in 
his notice of a wrong tense that had been allowed to 
pass, and the qneirtion was argued with an eagerness 
which showed that be was much enlivened. On the 
principle that Louis must care for all that was hia, 
as he rose to fake the still-sleeping child upstairs, be 
insisted that bis cousin should come with him, if onl; 
for the curioraty of lookiog at the other two littJe 
animals, and learning the difference between them 
and Kitty, at whom he still looked as if her godiatber 
had insulted ber. 

It was pretty to see his tenderness, aa be detached 
the little girl &om her hold, and laid ber in the cot, 
making a little murmuring sound^ and boasted bow 
she would have shown off if awake, and laughed 
over her droll little jealousies of his even touching the 
twins. As she was asleep, he might venture ; and it 
was comical to hear him declaring that no one need 
mistake them for each other, and to see him trying to 
lay them side by side on his knees to be compared, 
when they would roll over, and interlace tbeir little 
scratching fingers ; and Louis stood by teasing Mm, and 
making Mm defend their beauty in terms that became 
extravagant. He was really happy bere ; the care- 
worn look smoothed away, tbe sbarpness left bis tones, 
and there was nothing but joyous exultation and fond* 
ness in bis whole manner. 

The smile did not last long, for Louis waa well-nigh 
thrown downstairs by a dustpan in a dark comer, and 
James was heard muttering that nothing in that house 
was ever in its right place ; and while Louis was sug- 
grating that it was only himself who was not in the 
right place, they entered the drawing-room, which, 
like the lady, was in tbe same condition as that in which 
he had left it Since Isabel bad lost Marianne and 
other appliances, she had thought it not worth while 
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to dress for dinner ; so nothing had happened, except 
that the hermit had proved to be Adeline's great uncle, 
and had begun to clear tip the afiair of the sa«rilege. 

He wae reluctant to leave off when the gentlemen 
appeared; but Isabel shut him np, and quietly held out 
the portfolio to James, who put it on the side-table, 
and began to clear the books away and restore some 
sort of order; but it was a task beyond his efforts. 

Dinner was announced by Charlotte, as usual, alt neat 
grace and simplicity, in her black dress and white 
apron, but flushed and heated by exertions beyond her 
strength. All that depended on her had been well done ; 
but it would not seem to have occurred to her mistress 
that three people ate more than two ; and to Louis, 
who had been too busy to take any luncheon, the two 
dishes seemed alarmingly smalL One was of haricot 
mutton, the other of potAtoes ; and Charlotte might be 
seen to bltah as she carried Lord Fitzjocelyn the jilata 
containing a chop resembling Indian rubber, decorated 
with grease and with two balls of nearly raw carrot, and 
followed it up with potatoes apparently all bruises. 

Louis talked Tigorously of Virginia and Louisa — 
secretly marvelling how his hosts had brought them- 
selves down to such fare. Isabel was dining without 
apparently seeing anything amiss, and James attempted 
nothing but a despairing toss of hia chin, as he pro- 
nounced the can'ots underdone. After the first courae 
there was a long interval, during which Isabel and 
Louis composedly talked about the public meeting 
which he had been attending, and James fidgetted in 
the nervouanees of hardly-restrained displeasure; but 
suddenly a frightful shrieking arose, and he indignantly 
cried, ' That girl !' 

'Poor Charlotte in her hystencs ^ain,' said Isabel, 
movii^ off, quickly for her, with the purple scent- 
bottle at her chatelaine. 

' Isabel makes her twice as bad,' exclaimed James; 
'to pet her with eau-de-Cologni is mere ni 
Some day I shall throw a bucket of cold water o' 
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Isftbel had left the door open, and Uiey heard her 
Boflly comforting Charlotte vitii 'Nsver mind,' aad 
'Lord Fitzjocelyn would not care,' till the abxrm 
lulled, Chu'lotte crept off to her room, and Isabd re- 
turned to the dinner-tabla 

'Well, what'e the matter now)' said Jame& 

' Poor Ohtkrlott«r said Isabel, smiling J 'itaeemathat 
she tmfited to making a grand appear&ooe with the 
remains of yeeterdajr'a pudding, and that she was quite 
overset hy the diacoveiy that Bllen and Miss Catharine 
had been manuiding on them.' 

'You don't mean that Kitty has heen eating that 
heavy pudding at tiae time of night )' cried James. 

'Eitty eata eTerything' was the placid answer, 'and 
I do not think we oaa blame Ellen, for she often comes 
down after our dinner to find something for the 
nursery sapper.' 

'Tbiogs go on in the most extraordinary manner,' 
muttered James. 

' I suppose Charlotte misses Jane,' s^d Louis. ' She 
loots ilL' 

' No wonder,' said James, ' she b not strong enough 
for such work. She has no method, and yet she is 
the only person who ever thinks of doing a thing 
properly. I wish your Mend Madison would come 
home and take her off our hands, for she is always 
alternating between fits of novel-reading and of remorse, 
in which she nearly works herself to death with running 
after lost time.' 

'I should be sorry to part with her,' said Isabel; 
' she is so quiet, and so fond of the children.' 

' She will break down some day,' said James ; ' if not 
before, certainly when she hears that Madison has a 
Peruvian wife.' 

' There is no more to oome,' said Isabel, rising j 
' shall we come upstairs V 

James took tip the oaadlea, and Louis followed, con- 
siderably hungry, and for once provoked by Isabel's 
serene certainty that nobody cared whether tjiere were 
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anythiBg to eat However, he had forgotten all hy 
the time he came npstairs, and began to deliver a 
message from Lady Convay, that she was gcHsg to 
■write in a day or two to beg for a visit from Isabel 
during her Bojonm at £atminBter, a watering-place 
about thirty miles distant. Isabel's £ice lighted with 
pleasure. ' I could go )' she said, eagerly turning 
towarda James. 

' Oh, yes, if you wish it,' ho answered, gmffly, as if 
Texed at her gratification. 

' I mean, of course, if you can spare me,' she said, 
'with an air of more reserve. , 

' If you wish it, go by all mean*. I hope you wilL' 

'The Christmas holidays are so near, that we may 
both go,' said Isabel ; but James still hod not re- 
covered his equanimity, and Louis thought it best to 
begin talking of other things ; and, turning to James, 
launched into the results of his Inglewood OTopa, and 
the grand draining plan which was to afford Marksedge 
work for the winter, and in which his lather had 
become much interested. But he did not find that 
ready heed to all that occupied him of which he uaed 
to be certain at the Terrace. Isabel cared not at all 
for farming, and took no part in ' mere country squire's 
talk ;' and James was too much overburtJiened with 
troubles and anxieties to enter warmly into those of 
others. Of those to whom Louis's concerns had been 
as their own, one had been taken from him, the other 
two were fiir away ; and tie cold ' yea,' ' very good,' 
fell coldly on Ms ear. 

The conversation reverted to the school ; and here it 
appeared that two years' experience had token away 
the freshness of novelty, and the oyele of disappoint- 
ment had begun. More boys were quitting the school 
than the Aew-comers could balance; and James spoke 
with acute vexation of the impraotioability of the 
boys, and the folly of the parents. The attendance at 
his evening lectures had &llen oS*; and he declared 
that there was a spirit of opposition to whatever he 
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did. The boys disobeyed, knowing that they shotild 
be &Toured at home, and if they were pnoished, the 
parentB talked of complaints to the trustees. The 
Sunday teaching was treated as especially obnozione: 
the genteel mothers talked ridiculoosly about its re- 
sembliitg a charitj-Bchool ^ the fathers did not care 
whether their sons went or not, and he had scarcely 
five boys who appeared there regularly; and of them 
one was the butcher's son, who oame rather in spite of 
his parents than with their consent. Attendance at 
church was more slack than ever ; and when he lec- 
tured the deiaalters, and gave them additional tasks 
in the week, it was resented as an injustioe. To 
crown all, Mr. Kamabotham had called, and had been 
extremely insolent aboat a boy whose ears had been 
boxed for reading FickwUik in school, nnder cover of 
his Latin grammar ; and Isabel was almost indignant 
with Miss Faithfull for haying ventured to hint to her 
that she wished Mr. Frost would be a little mcwe 
gentle with the boys, 

Isabel WHS fully atire now, and almost as vehement 
as her husband, in her complaints against his many 
foes. There was no lack of sympathy here ; indeed, 
there might be rather too much, for she did not afford 
ihe softening influence that James had hitherto found 
at home. 

' Well, Jem,' said Louis, at last, ' I think you should 
keep your hands off the boys.' 

'You are not bitten with the nonsense about personal 
dignity and corporal punishment!' said James. 

' By no means. I have an infinite respect for the 
great institution of flo^ng ; but a solemn execution is 
one thing, a random stroke another.' 

'Theories are very good things till you come to 
manage two score dunces without sense or honour. 
There is only one sort of appeal to their feelings that 
tells.' 

' Maybe so, but I have my doubts whether you are 
the man to make it.' 
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Louis was sorry he had so spoken, for a flush of 
pain came up in James's fooe at the remembrance of 
what Fitzjocelyn had long ago forgotten — a passionate 
blow ^Ton to deter him from a piece of wilful mis- 
chief, in which he was peraistiog for the mere amuse- 
ment of provoking. It stood out among all other 
Tarietiee of cuff, stroke, and knock, by the traces it had 
left, by Mrs. Frost's grief at it, and the forgiveness 
&om the Earl ; and it had been the most humiliating 
distress of James's childhood. It humbled him even 
now, and he answered — 

' You may be right, Louis ; I may be not sufficiently 
altered since I was a boy. I have struck harder than 
I intended more than once, and I hare told the boys 

80.' 

' I am sure, if they had any generoEaly, they would 
have been touched with your amends,' cried Isabel. 

'After all, a aohoolmaater'a life does not tend to 
mend the temper,' concluded James, sighing, and 
passing his himd over his forehead, 

' No,' thought Louis j ' nor does Isabel's mutton t' 



Bdj,Googlc 



DTNBVOR TEEEACl!. 



OHAPTEE XIII. 

THX COMWAY EOnSEHOLD. 

And ;e shall walk in silk kttire. 

And Biller Loe to spare, 
Gin je'll consent to be his bride, 

Hor think of Donald mair. 

UiBS Blahibk. 

'TTTHAT makes you so lame to-day F asked Ltwd 

VV Ormersfield, as Louia crossed the library, cm 
returning froia an intarviev to which he had been 
summoned in another roota, 

' I only stumbled over an obetruction on the Frmt 
staircase yesterday,' said Louis. ' Poor Jem chose to 
hare me up to the nursery; and to sea him ia the 
paternal character ia the funniest as well as the plea- 
eantest spectacle the house affords.' 

'Ah! it is not what it was,' sud the EarL 'I 
suppose I must call there before the holidays, though,' 
he added, reluctantly. 'But what did that man, 
Samsbothom, want with youf 

' To ask our interest for that appointment for his 
firiend Grant.' 

* Indeed ! what could bring him here T 

'Why, unluokUy, he fancied he had some claim on 
me, on the score of Jem Frost's election. I was too 
innocent then to know what those things go for.' 

' You may say so ? ejaculated the EarL * So he 
was insolent enough to bring that up, was be T 

'Worse,' said Fitgocelyn; 'he wanted to threaten 
that, unless I would oblige him now, thei'e wet« 
matters which it was his duty to lay before tha 
trusteea I told him he would do, of oourse, whatever 
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"was ioB duty; wh«renpon lie thought my Lordship vas 
iutereet«d in Mr. Frost.' 

' Intolerably impertinent 1 Ihqwyousethimdownf 

'I told him that neither Mr. Frost nor I should 

iriah ^im to pretermit hia duty on any coueideratioa 

whatever. Then he harked bact to what he did for 

UB at the election; and I was forced to tell him that if 

he considered that he had thereby established a claim. 

on me, I must own myself in his debt; bat as to 

reciprocating it, by putting in a person like Grants 

tliat was against my conaoienoe. He flew into a 

passion, informed me that Mr. IlVoet would take the 

consequences, mounted the British Lion, and I bowed 

him out upon that majestic quadruped, talking grandly 

of illiberal prejudices and the rising generation.' 

' Yuu acknowledged that he had a claim on youf 

' Ab things go in this world, I suppose it is true.' 

'Louis! you will nerer know how to deal with 

those people.' 

'I am airaid not. I could not, either boldly or 
dijdomatically, get rid of the charge; so there was 
nothing for it but to confess. That's not the worst of 
it. I am afraid he really will be able to take revenge 
on poor Jem, and Tra sure he can't afford to lose any 
more scholars.' 

' Such a fellow as that will not have much in his 
power against James,' said Lord Ormerafield ' What 
I am afraid of is, that you have cut the ground from 
under your feet I oannot see how yoti are ever to 
stand for Northwold' 

' Nor I,' said Louis. ' In fact^ father, I have always 
thought it most wonderfully kind forbearance that you 
never reproached me more for my doings on that 
occasion. I believe we were all too happy,' he 
INresently added, with a sigh, which was re-e^oed bj 
his &ther, at the same time trying to say something 
about youthfulnesB, to which Louin, who had been 
leaning thoughtfidly on the mantelpiece, presently 
answered — 'How much wiser old people are than 
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young! An origutal axiom, is not iti but it is the 
last which one learns !' 

' You vould hardly act in the same way now V said 
his &ther. 

' I wonder when it ever answers to interfere with 
the natural course of events!' responded Louis, 
musingly. ' There were two things that Mr. Calcott 
told me once upon a time.' Those two things he left 
unuttered. They were — that the gentleman would 
be wasted on the school, and that the lady was not 
made for a poor man's wife. No wonder they made 
him sigh; but he concluded by exclaiming aloud — 
' Well, I hope they will both go to Eatmiuster, and 
come back with fresh life I' 

The EstmiiiBter invitation was already on the road ; 
but, unfortunately, Lady Conway had been unable to 
secure tod^jigs large enough to receire the children. 
She was urgent, however, that Isabel should come as 
soon as possible, since Louisa had been more unwell 
than uBiul, uid was pining for her eldest sister; and 
she hoped that James would join her there as soon 
as the holidays should set him free. 

James was hurt to find Isabel so much delighted to 
go, but resolved that she should not be deprived of 
the pleasure, and petulantly denied the offers, 'which 
became even entreaties, that she might wait till he 
could accompany her. He arranged, therefore, that 
he should follow her in a fortnight's time, the Mjsw 
. Faithfulla undertaking the charge of their small name- 
sakes; and Lady Conway wrote to fix a day when 
Delaford should come to take care of Isabel on her 
journey. 

James and Isabel laughed at this measure. Mrs. 
James Frost was certainly not in circumstances to 
carry such a hero of the buttery in her suite; and 
Lady Conway herself had more sense than to have 
proposed it, but for Delaford's own representations. 
In fact, there was a pretty face at Dynevor Terrace, 
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tmd he had been piqued enough by the return of his 
letters to bo resolved oa re-establiHhing his influence. 
Then^ore did he demonstrate to my Lady that the 
only appropriate traina would bring him to Northwold 
at seven in the evening, and take him. and Mrs. James 
Frost Dynevor away at eleven nest morning; and 
therefore did Isabel look up in a sudden fit of recoUeo 
tion, as the breat&st was being removed, and say, 
' Charlotte, Delaford ia coming on Tuesday to fetch me 
to Eatminster, and will sleep here that night.' 

Isabel little guessed that in the days when she 
viewed the &ntastic Yiscount as her greatest enemy, 
the aunouncement of his approach would have been 
&r less appalling to her. 

' The wretch ! the traitor I the vile deceiver !' thought 
Charlotte not chary of her epithets, and almost ready 
to wreak her vengeance on the silver spoons. ' He has 
gone and broken poor Marianne's heart, and now he 
wants to treat me the same, and make me faithless to 
poor Tom, that is up in the mounttun-tops and trusts 
to me! O me, wiiat shall I dot Mrs. Beckett is gone, 
and there's no one to give me an advice ! If I speak 
to him or scorn him, he'll take his advantage all alike — 
and his words are so fine and so soft, that do what I 
will to hate him when Tta away, he is sure to wind 
round me when he's there ; and I can't get away, and 
Fm a poor, lonely, &therle8S and motherless orphan, 
and a vain girl, that has listened already to his 
treacherous suit more than poor Tom would think for.' 
Charlotte worked on in much grief and perplexity for 
some minutes, revolving the vanity that had led to 
her follies, and humbling herself in her own eyes. 
Suddenly, a flash of thought crossed her, and woke a 
smile upon her fiice, almost a look of mischief She 
tied on a clean apron, and running upstairs, opened the 
drawing-room door, and said, ' If you please, ma'am, 
might I ask Miss Faithfully Martha to tea on Tuesday 
night r 

TOIi. iL o 
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' Oil jee, if yon like,' said Isabel, never raisiiig her 
eyes &om the rebuilding of the mined ohapel in the 
"ralley. 

Away skipped Charlotte, and in two minntee 'waa 
at the back door of the House BeautifiiL Mrs, Martha 
had been grimly kind to her ever since she had been 
afflicted with the cook for a fellow-servant, and 
received her only with a reproof for coming gadding 
out, when she ought to be hard at work ; but when she 
heard the invitation, she became wrathful — she had 
rather go ten miles out of her way than even look at 
' that there Ford.' 

But Charlotte expltuned her purpose, and implored, 
and put her in mind that Mrs. Beckett was gone, and 
she had no protector; and Martha relented, told her 
that if she had minded her she wonld never have been 
in the acrape at all, but agreed, not without satisfao- 
tion, to afford Mr. Delaford the society of his old 
acquaintance. 

And so when Mr. Belaford, with his whiskem freehly 
curled and hia boots in a state of fitscinating polioh, 
walked up I>ynevor Terrace, the door was opened by 
Ellen, and the red-&oed cook and the upright Mn. 
Martha sat on either side the fire. Daintily did he 
greet them, ajid stand warming himself before the fire, 
adapting his conversation to them for the next ten 
minutes, before he ventured to aak whether Miae 
Arnold were still an inmate. ' Taking out dinnei^— 
taking in tea,' gruffly replied Martha. 

Mr. Delaford wtdted, but Ellen only ran in for one 
moment to fetch the kettle, and MartJia discoursed aa 
usual on the gold mines in Peru. By-and-by, when 
the parlour tea could by no possibility be aupposed to 
be &rther prolonge*!, there swept into the kitchen the 
stately nurse. Charlotte had run up to the nuraeiy, 
and be^ed aa a &Tour that she might be left to watch 
the children, while Mrs. Nurae entertained Mr. Dda- 
ford below-stairs; and in pity to so grand a gentle- 
man, constrained to mix with such ' low servants,' the 
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Qurse had yielded, and Charlotte sat safe aad sound by 
the Duraery fire, amiliog at his discomfiture, aud reading 
over Tom'8 letters wit£ an easier conscience than for 
many a day. 

Mr. Delaford was too much of a gentleman to b« 
tmcivil to the three dames by the kitchen fire, hut he 
watched every step and every creaking door. He even 
went the length of coming up to &mily jH^yera, in 
hopes of there meeting Charlotte; hut she only joined 
the procession at the parlour door, and had flown up- 
stairs, like a little bird, before he was out again. 

The gentleman was affronted, and resolved to make 
her feel it. They could not but meet at the kitchen 
breakfast, and he barely acknowledged her. This was 
the most trying stroke of all, for it set her, in the eyes 
of the cook and nurse, on a level with the inferior ser- 
vanta, to whom he would not have deigned a look, and 
it was not easy to resist showi;ig that she was on more 
familiar terms with him than all. But the instinct 
of self-protection and the wisdom of sincerity came to 
her aid. She abstained firom raising her eyes to his 
face, from one conscioiia wordorglance; she locked her- 
self into her pantry when she took down the break&st- 
thin^ and avoided every encounter, even when she 
had begun to feel that it would have been more flat- 
tering had he made more efforts. At last, dire neces- 
sity obliged her to accept his aid in carrying her 
mistress's box down the ataira. He walked backwards, 
she forwards. She would not meet his eye, and he was 
too well-bred for one word on the stairs; but in the 
garden he exclaimed, 'Misa Axnold, what have I 
done)' 

' I never, ought to have listened to you,' said Char- 
lotte. ' It was not right by neither of us ; so please say 
no more.' 

' If you could imderstand — * 

' I don't want to understand nothing.' 

Chariotte drove him on with the box till they were 
close to the fly, and then, leaving him and the man to 
o 2 „ 
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adJTiBt the packuig, flew back to announce that all -was 
ready for her miatress. The last kisses were given to 
the children, and a message left with Charlotte for her 
master, who was ia school ; then she stood with A£ias 
Catharine in her arms, and saw the fly drive offi 

' Well,' said Mrs. Cook, 'that butler thinks himself 
a great beau, no doubt t I asked him whether he 
thought you pretty, Charlotte; and he said you hadn't 
no air nor no complexion. It's as I tells you^nobody 
will never take no notice of you while you goes about 
so dowdy.' 

Charlotte did'not know whether she was glad that 
the cook could not tease her abont Delaford, or morti- 
fied to be supposed beneath his notice. No air, for- 
sooth I She vho had often heard it eaid that she looked 
like any lady ! 

' But oh,' said Charlotte to herself, as she spent her 
daOy five minutes at noonday in quiet thought, 'am I 
not a poor sUly thing not to be thankful that care has 
beeu round me this time, and that I have not been let 
to do nothing giddy nor false by Tom, whatever I may 
have thought !' 

Meanwhile, Isabel had found it much harder to part 
with her babies for three weeks than it had seemed at 
the first proposal; and there were tears in her eyes as 
she gazed at the peaked, red-tiled roof of the old 
grammar-school, and reckoned the days and hours 
before her husband would join her. 

Other associations revived when she found herself at 
Estminster, and was received with shrieks of joy, 
caresses, and exclamations too fond and foolish to bear 
repetition ; and then the pale Louisa rested against 
her, stroking her hand, and Lady Conway fondled her, 
and Yirginia, looking formed and handsome, retreated 
a little way to study her and declare that she was the 
same Isabel, neither altered nor grown older — it was all 
a dream that she had ever left them. 

She almost felt it so herself, so entirely did she fit into 
tiie old habits, the little quiet dinner (only it seemed 
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Tinnaually good), the Bubsequent dosing rovmd the fire 
with the addition of Mias King and Louisa, the easy 
desultory chat, the books with Mudie's stamp lying 
about, the music which must be practised. It was very 
like being Miss Conway stilt ; anJ when she awoke the 
next morning to find it late, and to the impulse of hurry- 
ing up, or not hurryiug, expecting to find James making 
breaMast himself, ajid cross at being made late for achool, 
she turned on her pillow, half doubting whether she 
had dreamt these two years in one long night, and re- 
membering that captive mermaid, who had but to resume 
her maritime headgear and return to her native element, 
to forget the very existence of her fisherman husband 
and children. No ! Isabel was not come to that I but 
she was almost ashamed to enjoy her extra hour's re- 
pose; and then the leisurely breakfast — nay, even the 
hot rolls aad clear cofiee were appreciated; and she 
sighed as she called up the image of the breakfast over 
an hour ago, the grim kettle, the- bad butter, the worse 
fire, and James, cold and hurried, with Kitty on his 
knee gnawing a lump of crust. It was a contrast to 
Lady Conway reading her letters and discussing en- 
gagements with comfortable complacency, and Tirginia 
making suggestions, and Louisa's grave bright eyes 
consul^ug hers, and Miss King quietly patting in a 
remark, and the anticipation of Walter's return, as if 
he were the only person wanting. 

The sisters always resented their mother's habit of 
talking of ' poor Isabel,' regarding her as the happiest 
of women; and they were confirmed in their belief by 
seeing her looking exceedingly well and handsome, 
with perhaps a little more dignity and a sweeter smile. 
Virginia loved to snatch private interviews with Miss 
King, to express her confidence in dear Isabel's felicity, 
in the in&llibility and other perfections of James, and 
in the surpassing cleverness of little Catharine; and 
Louisa was always sighing to behold the twins. But, 
to the delight of the school-room, the C/uipet m the vaUey 
was produced in a complete form, and a very pretty 
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romance it was ; but the hermit and the Lrilliantf^Snou^' 
ment were qmte a shock to the young ladies, just when 
their tears were prepared, and Yii^iuia was almost 
angry. 

' Oh, my dear, there is trouble enough in the world!' 
Nud Isabel ; ' Hubert and Adeline have been my com- 
panions BO long, that at least I must leare them happy.' 

' Indeed,' said Misa King, * I am almost surprised 
that you have been able to finish them at all, with bo 
much re-writing.' 

To her surprise, Isabel blushed, and her answer par- 
took of self-defence. 'James is ho busy, and the 
eluldren so young, that this has been my great re- 
source. When my little girls ure older, I must begin 
edncating in earnest. I want to talk oTer Madame 
Neckar's book with you. Miss King.' 

' All systems b^in alike from in&nt obedience, I 
believe,' said the goTemess. 

'Yes,' said Isabel, 'little Catharine is obedience 
itself with us. It is curious to see how well she knows 
the difference between us and the nurses. There are 
great tempests upstairs, and her papa takes them Tery 
much to heart. He always has her downstairs when 
he is at home ; and be has accuatomed her to so much 
attention, that there is no doing anything while she ia 
by, or I would have her more with me.' 

The self-justifying tone rather puzzled Miss King. 
8he noted likewise that Isabel was backward in entering 
into details of her home life, and that she never said a 
word to encourage her sister's wishes to visit her at 
ITorthwold. Knowing Isabel as the governess did, she 
was sure that she would not merely talk of things on the 
surface, if her spirit were fully content. Only once 
did she go any deeper, and that was as she took np a 
little book of religious poetry of which she had been 
Teiy fond. ' Ah !' she said, ' I don't feel these things 
as I used. I think practical life dulls one.' 

' I should have said, practical life made things real,' 
Bftid Miss King. 



THE CONWAT HOUSBHOLD. 199 

Isabel had not foimd out that La-ring duties and 
not doing them yraa lesa practical than having no par- 

t ^nnlftT task. 

Another cloud of mTstery waa over the relations 
with Mr. Dynevor and Clara. Isabel baffled all Lady 
Oonwa/s inquiries and advice by entering into no par- 
tietdarB, but adhering to her own version of the matter, 
' that Mr. Dyncvor had required of James conditions 
incompatible with his duty;' and not deigning to ex- 
plain either duty or conditions, as beyond the capacity 
of her hearer. 

Of Clara no account was vouchsafed, except that 
Isabel believed she was abroad; 'they had been very 
much disappointed in her,' and Isabd was afraid that 
she was a good deal altered ; and the subject seemed 
BO painful, that Yirgioia did not venture to push her 
inquiries any &rther. 

The great subject of interest in the Conway &mily 
iras that Virginia and Louisa were going to lose their 
maid; and the suggestion somehow arose that Char- 
lotte should be her successor. It was agreed on all h^ida 
that nature had formed her for a lady's-maid, and a 
few lessons from a hairdresser would make her per- 
fection; and she would be invaluable in reading to 
Louisa when restless and unable to sleep. 

Isabel gave herself credit for the most notable 
arrangement she had ever made — promotiug the little 
maiden, whom she really liked, and relieving herself 
from the constant annoyance about sparing Ellen from 
the nursery by obtaining a stronger housemaid. She 
had only a few scruples, or rather she knew that James 
would have some, as to exposing Charlotte to Delaford's 
attentions after what she had heard in Clara's letter; 
but the least hint on this score led to a panegyric upon 
Delaford's perfections — his steadiness, hie prudence, his 
cleverness on journeys, his osefiilness in taking care 
of Walter. ' I know that Walter is safe when be is 
with Delaford,' said Lady Conway. And. even the 
sensible Miss King observed, smiling, 'that there 
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always wovld be noosense between men and maid- 
Bervants ; and thera were many more dangeroua places 
than the present. She would watch over Charlotte, 
and Fanshawe was quite to be trusted.' 

The Conway family knew rather less about thedr 
own servants' hall than they did of feudal establiab- 
mente five hundred years ago. 

Still, Isabel, in her superior prudence, resolved to 
consult Fanshawe on the true state of affairs. Fan- 
flhawe was a comfortable portly personage, chiefly 
absorbed in her caps and her good cheer, and &rin^ 
smoothly through life, on the principle of aiways saying 
what was expected of her, and nev^ seeing anything 
to anybody's disadvanta^ 

She assured Mrs. James Frost that she did not 
think Delaford to blame ; many girls would be foolish 
about a man with personal advantages, but she oould 
not see it waa his &ult. Poor Marianne had been 
always weakly; and, 'After all, ma'am, some young 
women will put constructions upon anything,' said 
IMxB. Fanshawe, deciding that at least she should make 
no mischief by sacrificing poor Marianne. 

Isabel did not like to come to more individual 
inquiries, lest she should prepare discomfort for Char- 
lotte; but she easily satisfied herself that all was as 
right aa convenient, and having occasion to write 
some orders to Charlotte, communicated the proposal, 
saying that all should be settled on her return. 

There was wild work in the brain of the poor little 
Lady of Eschalott No more stairs to scrub! No more 
mats to shake 1 No more hurryii^ after lost tima, 
and an uneasy remembrance of undone duties I No 
more hardening of fingers, no more short-aleeved Ulac, 
no more vulgarities from the cook] Ladylike dress, 
high wages, work among flowers and gauzes, reading 
to Miss Louisa, housekeeper'a-room society, rank as 
'Arnold' or 'Miss Arnold!' How much more suitable 
to the betrothed of the Superintendent at San Benito I 
To be sore, she was aware that a serpent lurked among 
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the flowers ; but she h&d ahovn him a bit of her mind 
once, and she found she oould t&ke oare of herself, and 
keep bim at a distance. 

With her eyes shut, she (tlready beheld Jane 
Beckett meeting her, when seated at the back of a 
carriage, vith a veil aod a parasol, addressing her as 
a grand lady, and kissing and pruising her when she 
found her littie Charlotte after all. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

THE TKUSTEES' HEETtHO. 

Elow you Dot, master, to Bome kind of men 
Their grscea serre them but aa enemiea T 

At TowLilixIt. 

' IVf Y Lord,' Baid Frampton, entering the library late 
IVJ. one evening, in visible perturbation, and ad- 
dressing himself to Fitzjooelyn; 'there is a person 
wishing to see you.' 

' What person at this time of nightf said Iiouis. 

* In &ct, my Lord,' said the butler, hesitating, ' it is 
the young person at Mr. Frost's.' 

'Something must be the matter!' cried Lonis, 
starting up. 

' She would explain nothing to me, she insisted on 
seeingyour lordship; and — in fact — she -w&a in such a 
state of agitation that I left her witi Mrs. Bowles.' 

Louis lost no time in hurrying into the halL Char* 
lotte must have followed Frampton without his know- 
ledge, for she was already there ; and, springing with 
olai^d hands towards Fitzjocelyn, she cried, sobbing, 
' My Lord, my Lord, come to master I' 

'Is he illl or the children)' 

' No, no ! bnt he'll be off, he'll he off like poor Tom !' 
exclaimed Charlotte, between her gasps; 'but I'Te 
locked itf and she waved a door-key, and seemed 
about to laugh hysterically. 

'Bit down, Charlotte,' said Louis, authoritatirely, 
bringing a chair. ' If you do not explain yoursdf 
reasonably at once, I ahall call Mrs. Bowles, and desire 
her to put yon to bed.' 

She mode an imploring gesture, sank trembling into 
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the ciiair, and, after a. tew incoherent eSbrts, managed 
to Bpeak — ' If you Tould but come to master, my Lord 
— I know it ia something bad' 

Lonis thought it wisest to despatch Frampton at 
OTtoe to order the carriage to be brought out imme~ 
diatelj ; and this bo &r pacified Charlotte, that she 
oould apeak compreheusibly on the cause of her alarm. 
' He is in such a way I' she began. ' He went out to 
the achool-examioation, I believe, in his cap and gown, 
this morning; be waa gone all day, but just at dusk I 
heard him slam-to the &ont door, fit to shake the 
house down, like he does when he is put out. Fd a 
thought nothing of that; but by-and-by I heard him 
stamping up nnd down the atudy, like one in a frenzy, 
and I found his cap and gown lying all of a heap in a 
comer of the hall. Then, Mr. Calcott came to call; 
and when I went into the study, master had his head 
down on the table, and wouldn't see no one; he feirly 
stamped to me to be gone, and bring him no more 
mewu^es. Mr. Calcott, he looked so sorry and con- 
cerned, and sent in again. I was to say that he hoped 
some arrangement might be made, if Mr. Frost would 
only see him; but master had locked the doof, and 
hallooed out that 1 was to Bay he was obliged, but 
couldn't see nobody. So Mr. Calcott was forced to go ; 
and there was poor master. Hot one morsel of dinner 
has he had. I knocked, but he would not open, only 
said he did not want for nothing. No, not even when 
'twas time for Miaa Catharine to come down. She 
thumped at the door, and called ' Papa' so pretty ; but 
he never heeded, except to call out, ' Take her away !' ' 
Charlotte was crying so much that she could hardly 
proceed. ' Then I knew it must be something very 
melancholy indeed. But by-and-by he opens the 
door with a great jerk, and runs right up to the 
lumber-room. I saw his face, and 'twas like a corpse, 
my Lord ; and he brings down his portmanteau into bis 
dressing-room, and I bears him pulling out all hb 
drawers. ' He'll be gone I' I thinks, ' he'll be o£f to 
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America, too ! And my poor mistreaal' So I went ap 
quietly, and in secret, nnbeknown to ttiem all, and 
got my bonnet; and Tve run every step of the way — 
tor you are the only one, my Lord, as can soothe hia 
wounded spirit; and I've locked both the doors, and 
here's the key, so be can't be gone till you come.' 

' Locked the doors !' cried Louis. ' What have yon 
done! Suppose your mistress or Miss Clara were ill!' 

' Oh, no — no, it is not that,' said Charlotte ; ' or 
why should he flee from the fiwe of his children! Why, 
I took Miss Salome up to the top of the stairB, when she 
was screaming and crying with all her might, and yoo 
would not have thought he was within a mile of her. 
No, my Lord, no one can't do nothing but you.' 

' m come at ooce,' said Louis. ' Tou did quite 
right to fetch me; but it was a frightful thing to lock 
the door.' 

Sending Charlotte to the housekeeper, he went to 
communicate ber strange intelligence to bis father, 
who shared his dismay so much as almost to wish to 
come with him to Northwold; but Louis felt he could 
deal better alone with James. Hia fears took the 
direction of the Italian travellera, knowing that any 
misfortune to them must recoil on James with doable 
agony after such a parting. 

In very brief space the carriage was at Ifortiwold, 
and desiring that it should wait at the comer of the 
Terrace, Louis followed Charlotte, who had jumped 
down from the box, and hastened forward to unlock 
the door ; and he was in time to hear the angry, though 
suppressed, greeting that received her, ' Pretty doings, 
ma'am ! So 1 have caught you out at last, though you 
did think to lock me in I He shan't come in I I wonder 
at your impudence 1 The very front door I' 

' Oh, cook, don't !' The poor breathless voice ma- 
naged at last to be heard. ' This is Lord Fitzjocelyn.' 

Cook had vanished out of sight or hearing before 
Louis's foot was within the threshold 

The study-door was open, the fire, expiring, the 
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books and papers pQBlied fca«k; and Jamea's fierce, 
restless tread was heard pacing refaemeatly about bis 
own room. Louis ran hastily up, and entered at once. 
His cousin stood staring with wild eyes; his hair was 
tossed and tangled, his face lividly pale, and the table 
was strewn with fr^ments of letters, begun and torn 
up again; his clothes lay tumbled in disorder on the 
floor, where hia portmanteau lay open and partly 
packed. AH Louia'a worst alarm seined fulfilled at 
once. 'What has happened?' he cried, catching hold 
of both James's hands, as if to belp him to speak. 
•Who is ill *— not Clara *' 

' No — no one is ill,' said Jamea, withdrawing his 
hands, and kneeling down by his box, with an air of 
feigned indifierenoej ' I am only going to London.' 

'To London)' 

' Aye, to see what is to be done, — ship-chaplaincy, 
cnracy, literature, selling sermons at five shillings 
each, — what not. lam no longer master of Northwold 
school !' He strove to speak carelessly, but bending 
over his packing, thrust down the clothes with despe- 
rate blows. 

Louis sat down, too much dismayed to utter a 

'One morning's work in the conclave,' said James, 
with the same assumed ease. ' Here's their polite 
reprimand, which they expected me to put up with, — 
censuring all my labour, forbidding Sunday-classes, 
accusing me of partiality and cruelty, with a lot of 
nonsense about corporal punishment and dignity, I 
made answer, that if I were master at all, I must 
be at liberty to follow my own views, otherwise I 
would resign ; and, would you believe it, they snapped 
at the ofier — they thought it highly desirable ! There's 
an end of it.' 

' Impossible f «cried Louis, casting his eye over the 
reprimand, and finding that the expressions scarcely 
warranted James's abstract of them, ' You must have 
mistaken !' 
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' Do yon doubt that f and Juinee threw to him » 
sheet where, in Richardton's clerkly handwriting, the 
trustees c^ King Edward's Northwold Grammar Schixd 
formally accepted the resignation of the Beverend Jamee 
Boland Frost Dynevor. 

' They cannot be so hasty 1 Did not Mr. Galcott 
call to see you T 

' An old hombng f 

' m go and see him this instant. Something may 
be done.' 

'No,' said James, holding him down by the shoul- 
der, ' I will not be degraded hr teuu solicitations.' 

' This must be that wretched Kamsbotham ? ex- 
claimed Louia. ' Oh, Jem 1 I little thought he had so 
much power to injure you.' 

' It is as well you did not,' said James. ' It would 
have made no difiereooe, except in the pain it would 
have cost you ; and the only grati&cation in this businesa 
is, that I suffer because neither you nor I would deny our 
principles. I thank you, Fitzjoceljn !' and be straight- 
ened himself in the satis&etiou of persecuted rectitude. 

' You have very little to thank me for,' said Louis, 
wringing his band, and turning aside, as if unable yet 
to face the full extent of the evii 

'Never fear for us,' continued Jamee, boldly; 'we 
shall struggle on. Metia conscia, — you see I can't 
forget to be a schoolmaster.' 

' But what are you about t "Where are you going V 

' To London. You spoke to a publisher about my 
lectures on history ; they will serve for introduction. 
He may make me his hack — a willing one, while I 
, advertise — apply for anything, I must be gone !' 

' You do not look fit for a night journey. Yon 
would be too early at Eatminater to see IsabeL' 

' Don't name her !' cried James, starting round as if 
the word were a dart. 'ThankHeaven that she is away! 
I must write to her. Maybe, Lady Conway will keep 
her till I am settled — till I have found some lodging 
in London where no one will know us.' 
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' And where you may nm up a comfortable doctor's 
bill." 

With a gesture— half paaraon, half despair — James 
reiterated, ' There'a no Btaying here. I m/ust be gone. 
I mugt be among strangers.' 

' Your m&fia conada would better proTe that it has 
no cause for shame by staying here^ instead of rushing 
out of sight into the human wildemras, and sacrificing 
those poor little — ' 

James struck his foot on the floor, as though to 
interoept the word ; but Louis continued, apparently 
unmoved by his anger — 'Thoee poor Little children. 
If misfortune and injury be no disgrace to the injured, 
I call it cowardly pride to fly off by night to hide one- 
self, instead of living in your own house, lite an 
honest man.' 

' Live ! — pray what am I to live on f cried James, 
laughing hoarsely. 

' You will not find out by whirling to Iiondon in 
your present stat«.' 

In fact, Louis's most immediate care was to detain 
him for that one night. There wae a look of coming 
illness about him, and his desperate, maddened state ot 
mind might obscure his judgment, and urge him into 
some precipitate measure, such as he might afterwards 
rue bitterly for the sake of the wife and children, the 
bare thought of whom seemed at present to sting him 
BO intolerably. Moreover, Louis had a vague hope that 
so hatah a proceeding would be abandoned hj the 
truateee; his fitther would remonstrate, and James 
might be able to think and to apologiza He 
was hardly a ratiomd being to-night, and probably 
would have driven away any other companion; but 
long habit, and external coolness, enabled Louis to 
stand his ground, and to protract matters till the clock, 
striking eleven, relieved him, as much as it exasperated 
James, by proving it so late that the last train would 
have eXTe»Aj past 

He persisted in declaring that he should go by the 
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first in the tnoming, and Loiua persuaded him to go to 
bed, after Charlotte bad brought them some tea, which, 
he said, choked him. Deciding on sleeping at No. 5, 
Iiouis sent home the carriage, with a note to his &ther; 
and Charlotte pressed her hands together in. a trans- 
port of gratitude when she found that he was not going 
to abandon her master. She did her best to make the 
forlorn house comfortable; but it was but cold comfort, 
with all the fires gone out, and he was too aad and 
anxious to heed it. 

She was at his door early the next morning, with a 
BKiumona more alarming than surprising. She was sure 
that master was very ill. 

There was Jamea lying across his bed, half-dressed, 
turned away from the dim. m.ornlng light, and more 
fi-ightfully pale than ever. He started angrily at 
Xiouta's entrance, and sprang up, but fell back, insisting 
with all his might that nothing ailed him but a, common 
headache, which neejled only to be left quiet for an 
hour or two. He said it venomously. 

'A very uncommon headache,' thought Louis. 'My 
belief is, that it is little short of brain fever ! If I 
could only feel his pulse ! But it would be very like 
taking a mad dog's hand. There's nothing for it bat 
to fetch old Walby. He may have some experience of 
reftwjtory patients.' 

'Qo home, Louia,' reiterated James, savagely, on 
opening his eyes and finding him not gone. 'I tell you 
I want nobody. I shall be in London before night.' 

And starting up, he tried to draw the curtain at his 
feet, to shut out the tardy dawn; but too giddy to 
persevere, he sank back after one noiay puU. 

Louis drew it completely, shaded the window, and 
would have settled the pillows, but was not allowed; 
and obtaining an impatient grunt by way of dismissal, 
he ran down stairs, caught up hat and stick, and set off 
to summon Mr. Walby from his comfortable fomily 
breakfeat^ table. 

The good old doctor was more concerned than 
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amazed. He could hardly surmonnt the shock to tia 
trustee conscience, on hearing of the eonscquenoe of 
yesterday's proceedings. 

' I vas much grieved at the time,' he said, aa they 
■walked to the Terrace together. ' You will believe me 
that I was no willing party, my Lord.' 

' I could never believe that yon would do anything 
hard towards any one, Mr, Walby,' said Louis, kindly ; 
and a few more like assorances led the old man to 
volunteer the history of the case in confidence. 

Bamsbotham had brought before the meeting of the 
trustees a serious mass of charges, on which he founded 
a motion that Mr. Frost should be requested to resign. 
"Every one rejected such a meAsure, and the complaints 
were sifted. Some were palpably false, others exag- 
gerated, others related to matters of principle; 
but deducting these, it still was proved that the 
Sunday attendance and evening lectures were too 
visibly the teat of his favour, and that the boys 
were sometimes treated with undue severity, savour- 
ing of violent temper. ' I must confess, my Lord,' 
said Mr. Walby, sinking his voice, ' I am afraid Mr. 
Frost is too prompt with his hand. A man does not 
know how hard he hits, when he knocks a boy over 
the ears with a book. Mrs. Barker's little boy really 
bad a gathering under the ear in consequence; — I saw 
it myself.' 

Louis waa confounded; he had nothing to say to 
this; he knew the force that irritation gave to James's 
hand too well to refuse bis credence, and he could only 
feel shame and dismay, as if Imnself guilty by his mis- 
judged patronage. 

Mr. Walby proceeded to say that, under the arctim- 
stances, the trustees had decided on remonstrating by 
letter, after the examination ; and it was easy to per- 
ceive that the reprimand, which might have been wise 
and moderate &om the Squire, had gained a colour from 
every one concerned, so as to^^censure what was right and 
^j^^avate what was wrong. Mr. Frost's reply had be«a 

TOL. n. p 
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utterly Tinexpeoted; B&niBbotham uid the books«Jler 
Iiad caught at the resignation, and bo did the bntoher, 
who bated the schoolni aster for having ingtUIed inoon.- 
veniently hi^ principles into his son. Richardson 
abstained &om voting j Mr. Calcott fought hard for 
Mr. FroBt, but the grocer wae ill, and only poor old 
Mt. Walby supported him, and eveii they felt that their 
letter had not deserved sooh treatment. AIbb 1 had 
not Fitzjocelyn himself taught ^tlorthwold that the 
Bquire was not a diotatort Even then, Mr. Calcott, 
still hoping that an apol<^ might retrieve the day, 
had set forth to argue the matter with James Frost, 
whom he oould not BuppoHe serious in his intentions, 
hut thought he meant to threaten the trustees into 
acquiescence. The doora had been cloeed against him, 
and Mr. Wal^y feared that now the step was known, 
it was too late to retract it, ' The ladies would never 
allow it,' he declared ; ' there was no saying how viru- 
lent they were against Mr. Frost ; and as to consideration 
forhis&mily, that rather inflamed their -di^ke. 'They 
had rich relations enough 1 It would he only too good 
for so fine a lady to be brought down.' Every one had 
some story of her pride, ntglect, or bad housewifery, 
' And I can teU you,' said Mr, Walby, ' that I am not 
in their good books for declaring that I never saw any- 
thing from her hut very pretty, affahle manners.' 

With theae words they reached the house ; and with 
wghs and murmurs of 'Ahl poor young manT Mr. 
Walhy followed Louis to the landing-place, where they 
both paused, looking at each other in doubt how to 
effect an entrance, Loub suddenly remembering that 
no presence would be more intolerable to the patient 
than that ot a trustee, Howeyer, there was nothing 
for it but to walk in, and announce, as a matter of 
courae, that he had thought it right to call in Mr. 
Walby. 

The extremity of displeasure brought James to his 
feet, and out into the passage, saying, with grave forma- 
lity, that he was much obliged, and glad to see Mr, 
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W&lby Eis & fiiead, bat Lord Fitzjoceljn was mistaken 
m thinkiiig him in need of his advice. M&ny thankB, 
he would trouble him no further ; and ofibctLng a laugh, 
he Biud that Fit^ooelyn seemed never to have heard of 
a bad headax^e. 

' Aoting does not mend matters, Jem,' said Louis. 
' Yoa had mnch better confess how really ill you are.' 
Ezces^re ^ddmeaa made James stagger against his 
ooDsin, and Louis, throi^ng bis arms round him, looked 
in great alarm to the doctor for help, but was answered 
by something very like a smile. ' Aye, aye, sir, there's 
nothing for it but to go to bed. If his lordship there 
had seen as many cases of jaundice as I have, be would 
not look so frightened. Very wholesome disorder ! 
Tes, lie down, and Til send you a thing or two to 
take.' 

So saying, Mr, Walby helped Lonis to lay their 
nnwilling invalid on the bed without much resistanoe 
or reply, and presently departed, so infinitely relieved 
that he could not help indalgisg in a little chuckle at 
the young Viscount's mistake. As soon as he was 
gone, James revived enough to protest that it was all 
nonsense, doctors most needs give a name to every- 
thing ; if they would only let him alone, he should be 
himselfand offto London in two honrsj and that it was 
Fitzjooelyn himself who was looking excessively ill, 
and aa yellow as a guinea. He would not hear of 
undressing and going absolutely to bed, and fairly 
scolded every one out of sight. Qood Miss Mercy, who 
had trotted in at the tidings of illness, stood at the 
BOrsery-door, telegraphing signs of commiseration in. 
answer to Louis's looks of perplexity. 

'At least,' she s^d, ' you had better come to break- 
fast with us, and hear what my sister says — Salome 
always knows what is beoi' 

Se soon fbnnd himself in the snug parlour, where 
the small round breaktast-table, drawn close to Miss 
Faithfull's fireside chair, had a sort of doll's-house air 
of cheerful comfort, with the tiny plates, tea-oups, aad 
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tile miniatare loaf, and the complicated epider-Iag^ 
among vhich it 'wsa not easy to dispose of his ova 
length of limb. 

The meal passed in anxions consultation. There 
might be no ^mger, but the disorder vna severe and 
increasing. James's health had long been suffering 
from harass of mind, wont of exercise, and unwhole~ 
Dome diet; and the blow of the previous 6a.y had 
broaght things to a crisis. There he lay, perfectly 
unmanageable, permitting neither aid nor consolation, 
unable to endure the sight of any one, and too much 
stupefied by illness to perceive the impracticability of 
his wild scheme of seeking employment iu London. 

Miss Faithfull pronounced that either Mercy or 
Lord Fit^ocelyn must go and fetch Mrs. James Frcet 
home. 

' I was only thinkltg how long we oould beep ber 
away,' said Louis. ' Pray don't be shocked, dear Misa 
Mercy, but I thought I could nurse poor Jem much 
better alone than with another dead weight on our 
hands.' 

'They would neither of them thank you,' said Miss 
F^thftJl, laughing. ' Depend upon it, she will know 
best how to deal with him.' 

'Well, you see more of their household than I do, 
but I have never dared to think of her ! Bo you re- 
member the words, ' if thou hast run with the foot- 
men and they have wearied thee — " 

' There are some people who can run with the bond- 
men better than with the footmen,' said Miss Salome, 
' You know'we are veiy fond of young Mrs. Frost, 
We cannot foi^t her sweetness when she lived in thio 
house, and she has always been most kind and Mendly. 
I do believe that to display the. most admirable qua- 
lities, she only needs to be roused.' 

' To live in the house witli Jem, and Jem's three 
babies, and yet want rousing 1' 

' I have thought,' said S^ome, diffidently, ' that he 
was only too gentle with her.' 
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' I>o yon know how very severe you are growing, 
Miss Faithfull Y said Louis, lookiag her in the face, in 
the gravity of amusement. 

' I mean,' said Miss Faithfull, blushing, ' though of 
course I do not know, that I have &ncied it might ke 
- better for both if he could have gone to the root of 
the matter, and set fiurly before her the prime duties 
reqiiicdte in the mistress of such a family. He may 
have done so.' 

' I think not,' said Louis ; ' it would be awkward 
when a woman fancied she embraced poverty volun- 
tarily for his sake. Poverty ! It was riches compared 
witb their present condition. Isabel on 1501. a-year [ 
It may well make poor Jem ill to think about it! I 
only wonder it b not a brain-fever 1' 

' Lord fit^ocelyn r^irets that brain-fever,' said Miss 
FaitbiuU. 

' Probably my ideas on the subject are derived from 
the prevalence of the oomplaint in light literature,' said 
Louis, smiling. ' It would be more dignified, and suit 
Isabel better. Poor Isabel ! I hope I have done her 
injustice. She behaved gloriously at the barricades, 
and has a great soul after ail ; bat I had began to think 
heroines not calculated for moderate circumstances. 
May they do better in no circumstances at alll 
Heigbho I how a heavy heart makes one talk non- 
sense I So I am to fetch the poor thing home. Miss 
FaithfiiU.' 

This was determined on, whether with or without 
James's consent ; Miss Mercy undertaking that she 
and Martha would help Charlotte, and dispose of the 
children in the House Beautifal ; and she went hack 
with Louis to fetch them, when little Catharine was 
found peeping through the bars of her prison-gate at 
the top of the nursery-staira, shouting lustily for papa. 
She graciously accepted her godfather as a substitute, 
and was carried by him to her kind neighbour's house, 
already a supplementary home. As to her &ther, 
liouis found turn more refi-actory than ever. His only 
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greetdng was, ' Wliy are not 70U gone borne V He 
Boomed Mr. Walby'B preseriptioua, aiul made eooh cchi- 
fideat assertions that he should be off to Ixaidoa in 
the evening, that Filzjocelyn almost reverted to tfae 
btain-fever theory, and did not venttire to hint liis 
intention to any one but Chailotte, telling her that he 
ahould now ahnost think her justified in lockjng the 
doors. 

Sending information to his father, he started for 
Eatminster, very disconsolate, and fall of eelf-reproa^h 
for the hasty proceedings which had borne such l»tter 
fruits. The man and the situation had been an injustioQ 
to each other ; a sensitive irritable pexBon was the very 
last to be fit for a position requiring unusual judgment 
and temper, where his energy had preyed npon itaelf 
TT'!" being placed there had been t^e work of Xiouia's 
own impetuous scorn of the wisdom of elder and ffa,vec 
heads. Sacb regrets derived additional poignancy 
fcoxa the impossibility of coni^ring direct assistanoe, 
npon James, and from the degree of justice in tha 
hard measure which had been dealt to him, would make 
it for ever difficult to recommend him; and yet the 
devising future schemes for his welfare was the refuge 
which Louis's mind most willingly sought from ths 
present perplexity of the communication in store tot 
poor Isabel. 

As he put out his head at the Estminster station, 
a familiar voice shouted, ' Hollo ! Fitzjocelyn, how 
jolly 1 Have you got James there J I told Isabel it 
would be no use ; but when she did not get a letter thu 
morning, she would have it that he was oominj^ aad 
got me to walk up with her.' 

' Where is she V asked Louis, as he jumped out and 
shook hands wIUl Walter. 

' Walking up and down the esplanade. She would 
not oome into the station, so I said I would run up to 
satdsfy her. I don't know what she will say to yoa 
fbr not being Frost' 

'Do you mean that she is anxlousf 

.. . Google 
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' It ia the correct thing, isn't it, vlien wivea get 
svraj from their husbanda, and have not the fragment 
of a letter for tw«Dty-four whole honre ! But what do 
you mean, Fitzjooelyn 1' asked the boy, suddenly 
BoberiBg, ' Is anything really the matter V 

' Yea, Walter,' said Louis ; ' we must tell yonr sister 
as beat we can. James is ill, and I am come for her.' 

Walter was Bilent for a few minutes, then drew a 
EUgb, Sluing, 'Foor Isabel, I wish it had not been! 
l%ese were the only comfortable holidays I have had 
since she i^mbo to marry.' 

Isabel here came la sight, quickening her pace as 
she &»t saw that her brother had a companion, but 
slackening in disappointment when she perceived tliat 
it was not her husband ; then the next moment hur- 
rying im, and as she met them, exclaiming, 'Tell me 
atraoel Whatisitf 

' Nothing serious,' said Louis. ' The children are 
all well, but I left James very uncomfortable, though 
with nothing worse than a fit of jaundice.' 

The inexperienced Isabel hardly knew whether this 
'were not m formidable as even the cherished b^aiI^■ 
fever; and becoming very pale, she said, ' I am readjr 
at once— Walter will let mamma know.' 

' There will be no train for two hours,' said Lotus. 
* You will have plenty of time to pr^iare.' 

' You. should have telegraphed,' said Isabd ; ' I could 
have come by the firat tmn.' 

Trembling, she grasped Walter's arm, wad began 
hastening home, impatient to be doing somethiog. 'I 
knew something was wrong,' she exclaimed j ' I ought 
to have gone home yesterday, when there was no letter,' 

' Indeed, there was noting the matter yesterday, 
at least, with his healdi,' said Louis. ' Yon are alarm- 
ing yourself fiir too much — ' 

* To be sure, Isabel,' chimed in Walter. ' A fellow 
at my tutor's had it, and did nothing but wind silk- 
worm's silk all the time. We shall have Jamee yet to 
spend Christmas with us. Everybody laughs at the 
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jaundice, though Fitgooeljn does look so lugabrioua 
that he had almost fiilght^ed me.' 

' la this true V said Isabel, looking &om one to the 
other, as if she had been frightened in vain. 

' Quite true, Isabel,' said Walter. ' Never miad 
Fitgocelyu's long &ce; I wouldn't go if I vera you ! 
Don't spoil the holidays.' 

' I muat go, Walter dear,' said Isabel, ' but I do not 
think Lord Fitgooelyn would play with my fears. 
Either he is veiy ill, or sometbing eUe is wrong.' 

' You have guessed it, Imbel,' said Louis. ' This 
iUiiess b partly the effect of distress of mind.' 

' That horrid meeting of trustees l' cried IsabeL ' I 
Am sure they have been impertinent.' 

' They objected to some of his doings; he answered 
by threatening to resign, and I am sorry to say that 
the opposition set prevailed to have his resignation 
accepted.' 

' A very good thing too,' cried Sir Walter. ' I 
always tbou^t that school a shabby concern. To be 
under a lot of butchers and bakers, and nothing hut 
cads among the boys 1 He ought to be heartily glad 
to be rid of the crew.' 

Isabel's indignation was checked by a sort of meUn- 
oholy amusement at her brother's view; but Louis 
doubted whether she realized the wewht of her own 
words as she answered — ' Unfortunately, Walter, it is 
nearly all we have to live upon.' 

' So much the better,' continued Walter. ' TU tell 
you— you shall all eo to Thornton Conway, and I'll 
come and spend my holidays there, instead of kicking 
my heels at these stupid places. I shan't mind your 
babies a bit^ and Frost may call himself my tutor if 
he likes. I don't care if you take me away from Eton.' 

'A kind schema Walter,' said Isabel, 'but wanting 
in two important points, mamma's consent and James's.' 

< Oh, ni take cara of mamma 1' 

* I'm afriud I can't promise the same as to James.' 

'Ah I I see., Delaford was quite right when b^ 
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said Mr. Frost was a geatlemau who never knew what 
was for his own advantage.' 

As they arrived at the house, Isabel desired to know 
how Boon she must be ready, and went upstairs. 
Walter detained his consin — ' I say, Fibsjocelyn, have 
they really got nothing to live onf 

' So more than will keep them &om absolute want:' 

' I ahall take them home,' eaid Walter, with much 
satiHtactiou. ' I shall write to tell James that there 
is nothing else to be done. I cannot do without 
Isabel, and I'll make my mother consent.* • 

Fitzjocelyn was glad to be freed from the boy on 
any terma, and to see him go off to write his letter. 

Walter was at least sincere and warm-hearted in his 
selfishness, and bo more agreeable than his mother, 
whom Louis found much dutressed, under the secret 
oonvictiou that something mi^t be expected of her. 
' Poor Isabel ! I wish she could oomo to me; but bo 
many of them — and we without a settled home. If 
there were no children — but London houses are so 
small ; and, indeed, it would be no true kindness to 
let them live in our style for a little while. They 
must run to expenses in dress; it would be mu<^ 
more economical at liome, and I could send Walter to 
them if he is very troublesoma' 

* Thank you,' said Louis. ' I think James will be 
able to ride out the storm independently.' 

' I know that would be his wish. And I think I 
heard that Mr. Dynevor objected to the school That 
might be one obstacle removed.' 

lady Conway comforted herself by flourishing on 
into predictions that all would now be right, and that 
poor dear Isabel would soon be a much richer woman 
than herself; while Louis listened to the castle-build- 
ing, not thinking it worth while to make oseless 
oounter-propheoiea 

The sistere were upstairs, assisting Isabel, and they 
all came down together. The girls were tnying ; but 
Isabel's dark, soft eyes, and noble bead, had an air of 



SIS STNETOB TBBBAOS, 

calm, resolute elevatioii, which drove all LonU'a mi»- 
givingD away, and which wemed quite bejMid fuid 
above the region of Lady Conway's oar«aaea and affeo- 
tionat« speeches. Walter and Yii^nia came up to 
the station, and parted with their aiater with fondness . 
that was much more refreshing, Walter reiterating 
that hu we« the only plan. 

'Now, Fitzjocelyu,' said Isabel, when they wore 
shut into a cou^, 'tell me what you said about distress 
of mind. It ttaa haunted me whether you used 
those words.' 

' Oould you doubt fail distress at eucJi a state of 
affursr 

' I thought there oould be no distress of mind where 
the suffering is lor ^e temtb.' 

' Ah ! if he oould quite feel it bo 1' 

'What do you meani There has been a cabal 
i^ainst James from the first to make him lay aside his 
prinoiples, and I cannot regret bis retusaJ to aabmt to 
improper dictation, at whatever cost to myself.' 

' I am airaid he better knows tfaan you do what that 
cost ia likely to be.' 

'Does he think I cuinot hear povertf!* exclaimed 
Isabel. 

' He had not said so — ^' b^pn Louis; 'but — ' 

' You both think me a poor, helpless creature,' said 
Isabel, her eyes kindling as they had done in the 
midst of danger. ' I can do better than you think. I 
may be able myself to do something towards our 
maintenance.' 

He could not help answering, in the t«ne that gave 
courtesy to almost any words, * I am afraid it does not 
answer for the wife to be the bread-winner.' 

' Uten yon doubt my writing being worth anything 1' 
she asked, in a hurt tone of humility. ' Tell me 
candidly, for it would be the greatest kindness;' and 
her eye unoonsciousty sought the bag where lay Sir 
Hubert^ whom all this time her imagination was 
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ezaHmg, as the beio who would &ee tJiem from tbeir 
diatrsBBea. 

' Wortli much pleasui-e to me, to the world at large,' 
BaidJjouis; 'but — ^you told me to apeak plainly — to 
your home, would any remuneration be worth your 
own personal oarel' 

Isabel coloured, but did not apeak, 

Louia TMitured another Beat«noe — ' It is a delicate 
subject, but you muat know better than I how far 
James would be likely to bear that another, even you, 
should work for his livelihood.' 

Wh^ Isabel spoke ague, it was to tak fiuther 
particulaTs; and when he had told all, she fonnd aolaca 
in exclaiming at the folly and injustice of Jamea's- 
enemies, nntil the sense of &imess obliged him to say, 
' I wish the right and the wrong ever were &irly 
divided in this world ; and yet perhaps it is best as it 
is : the grain of right on either side may aave the sin 
from being a presumptuous one.' 

' It woi^d be hard to find the one grain of right oa 
the part of the Kamsbotham cabal.' 

' Perhaps you would not think so, if yoa were a 
boy's mother.' 

'OhT oried Isabel with tears in her eye8,'if he 
thought he had been too hasty, he al^rays made such 
reparation that only cowards could help being tooobed. 
I'm sure they deserved it,- and muoh more.' 

' ^o doubt,' said Louis ; ' but, alas I if all had their 



' Then you really think he was- too severe 1' 
' I thii^ his c<Nietttational diacaoter was hardly fit 
for BO trying a post, and that his £imily and school 
troubles reacted upon each other.' 

' You mean CSara's conduct; and dear grandmamma 
—oh I if she could but have stayed with us 1 If you oonld 
have se^k how haggard and grieved he came home 
frnm Cheveleigh 1 I do not think he has been quite 
he same ever since.' 
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' And No. 5 has never been the same,' said Lonis. 

' Tell me,' said Isabel, suddenly, ' ai'e we yery poor 
indeed r 

' I fear so, Isabel. Till Jamee can find some employ-- 
inent, I fear there is a stem struggle with pavertj 
before you.' 

' Does that mean living as the Faithftills do)' 

' Ym, I think your means will be nearly the same 
as theirs.' 

'Fitgocelyn,' sud Isabel, after a long pause, ' I see 
vhat you have been implying all this time, and I have 
been feeling It toa I have been absorbed in my own 
porsuita, and not pcud attention enough to details of 
management, aud so I have helped to fret and Tex my 
husband. Tou all think my halnts an additional evil in 
this trial.' 

' Jamea has never said a word of the kind,' cried 
Louis. 

'Iknow he has not; but I ought to have opened 
my eyee to it long ago, and I thank you for helping 
ma There — will you take that manuscript, and 
keep it out of my way 1 It has been a great tempter 
to me. It is finished now, and it might bring in 
something. But I can have only one thought now — 
how to make James happier and more at ease.' 

' Then, Isabel, I don't think your misfortunes will be 
misfortunes.' 

' ' To suffer for right principles should give strength 
for anything,' said Isabel. 'Think what many better 
women than I have had to endure, when they have 
had to be ashamed of their husband, not proud of him ! 
Kow, I do hope and trust that Ood will help us, and 
carry us and the children through with it 1' 

Louis felt that in this frame she was taiily fit to 
cheer and sustain James. How she might endure the 
actual struggle with penury, he dared not imagine ; at 
present he could only be carried along by her lofty 
composure. 

James still lay on bis tossed, onoomfortable bed in 
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the evening twiligbt. Tlie long, lonely honrB, irhen be 
imagined Jjonia to liave taken him at his word and 
gone home, had g^ven him a miserable sense of deser- 
tion ; and as increaaing sensations of illnesn took irom 
him the hopes of moving on that day, he became dis- 
tracted at liie thought of the anxiety his silence would 
cause Isabel, and, after -rainly attempting to write, 
had been lying with the door open, watching for some 
approaching step. 

There was the familiar sound of a eofl, gliding step 
on the stairs, then a pause, and the sweet soft voice, 
' My poor James, how sadly imoomfortable you are !' 

'MydearT he cried, hastily raising himself, 'who 
has been frightening youl' 

' No one ; fit^ocelyn was bo kind as to come 
for me.' 

' Ah 1 I wished yon to have been spared this un- 
pleasant businesa.' 

' Do yon think I could bear to stay awayl Oh, 
James I have I been too useless and helpless for you 
even to be glad to see mef 

' It was for your own sake,' be murmured, pressing 
her hand. ' Has Fitigooelyn told you? 

■ Yes,* said Isabel, looking up, as she sat beside him. 
'Never mind, James. It is better to suffer wrong 
than to do it. I do not fear bat that, if we strive to 
do OUT duty, God will help us, and make it turn out 
for the best for our children and ourselves.' 

He grasped her hand in intense emotion. 

' I know you are anxious about me,' added Isabel. 
' My ways have been too self-indulgent for you to 
think I can bear hardness. I made too many pro- 
fessions at first; I will make no more now, but only 
tell you that I trust to do my utmost, and not shrink 
from my duties. And now, not a word more about 
it till you are better.' 
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CHAPTER XT. 
JCT vsBS or xDVERsmr. 



One furnu» man; timM the good and bad will hold ; 
Tet wbat ooDflumei tha obaff will only cleanse the gold. 

R. C. Tbzicch. 

DUBINQ the succeeding days, James had little wilt 
or power to consider his affairs ; and Isabel, 
vhile attending on him, had time to think over her 
plana. Happily, they had not adebt Mrs. Frost had 
so entirely impresBcd her grandson's mind with her 
own invariable rule of paying her way, that jt had been 
one of his grounds for pride that he had nev^ owed 
anything to any man. * 

They were thus free to choose their own coarse, bnt 
Lord Ormersfield ui^ed their remaining at Korthwold 
for the present. He saw Mr. Caloott, wiio had been ex- 
ceedingly concerned at the turn affitirs had taken, an<i 
veiy &r from wishing to depose James, though think- 
ing that he needed an exhortation to take beed to his 
ways. It bad been an improper reprimand, improperly 
received ; but the Earl and the Squire agreed Utat 
nothing but morbid fancy could conjure up di^race, 
Buoli as need prevent James Froet irom remaining in 
Mb own house until he could obtain employment, pro- 
vided he and his wiie had the resolution to contract 
their style of living under the eye of their neighboun. 

TUs gave neither of them a moment's vmeasineo. 
It was not the direction of their pride; and even before 
James's aching head was troubled with deliberation, 
Isabel bad discussed her plan with the Miaa Faith- 
fulls. She would imagine herself in a colony, and be 
troubled with no more soruplee about the conven- 
tional (asks of a lady tbut if riie were in the baok-wooda. 
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They would ahnt np Bome of the roome, take one ser- 
vant of all-work, aitd Isabel would be nursery-maid 
henelf 'We may do quite as veil ae the carpenter's 
wife,' she said ; ' ehe haa mora children and lese income, 
and yet always seems to me l^e richest person whom X 
know.' 

Jamee groaned, and turned his fiuie away. He 
could not forbid it, for eren Isabere exertion must be 
permitted rather than the didionour of living beyond 
their means; and he consoled himself witb thinking 
that when the deadening inertness i^ his illness should 
leave him, he ahoiild see some means of finding employ- 
ment for himself, which would save her from toil and 
exertion; and, in the meantime, with ^1 hia keen 
self-reproach, it was a blessed thing to have been 
brought bat^ to his enthusiastic admiration for her, 
all disoonteula and drawbacks utterly forgotten in her 
asaiduoos aSfeotion and gallant chee^iilness. 

Iiord Ormersfield had readily acceded to his son's 
wish to bring the party to spend Christmas at 
Ormersfield, as soon as James could be moved. 
During their vimt the changes were to be made, and 
before setting ont Isabel had to speek to the servants. 
Charlotte's alacrity and useAilnesa had made her doubly 
esteemed during her master's illness; and when he 
heard how she was to be di^Mwed of, he seemed much 
Texed. He said that she waa a legat^from his grand- 
mother, and too innocent and pretty to be oast about 
among atruige servants in all the places where the 
Conways visited ; and that he would not have cimsented 
to the transfer, bat that, under their present ciroum- 
stances, it was impossible to keep her. If any evil 
came to her, it would be another miserable effect of 
his own temper. 

Isabel thought he exaggenited the dangers, and 
^e spoke brightly to Charlotte about fixing the day of 
her going to Eatminster, so as to be put into the ways 
of the place before her predeoeestH* departed. .The 
tears at once came into Charlotte's eyes, and she 
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answered, 'If yoa please, ma'am, T should be very 
Sony to leave, unleae I did not give eatisfaction.' 

' That is &r from, being the reason, Charlotte ; bat 
■we cannot keep so good a Berrant — Mr. Frost has 
given up — ' 

' I have been pat ont of the school,' said James, from, 
his SO&, in his stem sense of truth. ' We must live on 
as little as pomible, and therefore mnat part with you, 
Charlotte, though from no feult of yonra. You must 
look on us as jour friends, and in any difficulty apply 
to us; for, as Mrs. Frost says, ve look on you as 
a charge firom my gmndmother.' 

Charlotte escaped to bide her tears ; aad when, a few 
miuutee after, the Ormersfield carriage arrived, and 
nurses and InbieB were packed in, and her master 
walked feebly and languidly down stcurs, and her 
mistress turned round to say, kindly, ' Ton will let me 
know, Charlotte!' she jnst articulated, 'Thank you, 
ma'am, I will write.' • 

Mr. Frost's words had not been news to Charlotte. 
Eia affairs had been already pretty well understood 
and discussed; and 'the hard,rude,grasping comments of 
the vulgar cook — nay, even of the genteel nurse — had 
been so many wounds to the little maiden, bred up by 
Jane in the simplicity of feudal reverence and afieotioa 
for all that bore the name of Frost Dynevor. 

Her mistrees left to the tender merciefi of some ser- 
vant such as these, some one who might only care for her 
own ease and profit, aud not once think of who and 
what she hod been 1 The little children knocked about 
by some careless girl 1 Never, never 1 All the doubts 
aud scruples about putting her own weak head and 
vain he^ in the way of being made faithless to Tom. 
revived, reinforced by her strong and generous affec- 
tion. A romantic purpose suddenly occurred to her, 
flushing her cheek aud brightening her eye. In that 
one impulse, scrubbing, washing dishes, short lilac' 
sleeves were either forgotten, or acquired a positive 
gloiy; and while the cook iras issuing her invitataons' 
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for a jollification aud gossip at the expense of Mr. and 
Mrs. Frost, Cliarlotte sat in her attic, amid Jane'a 
verbenas, which she had cherished there ever since 
their expulsion from theUtchen, and wrote and oried, 
and left off, to read over, and feel satisfied at, the feli- 
titj of her phrases, and the sentiment of her project. 

'Dbab AND HONOURED Madam, — Pardon the liberty 
I am taking but I am eure that you and my reverend 
and redoubted master would not willingly have in- 
flicted so much pain as yesterday on a poor young 
female which waa brought up from an orphan child by 
my dear lat« lamented mistress and owes everything 
to her and would never realize the touching lines of the 
sublime poet 

Deserted In his utmost need 
Bj tboee bie former bounty fed. 

As to higher wagea and a situation ofiering superior 
advantages such as might prove attractive to other 
minds it has none to me. My turn is for fidelity in 
obsourity and dear and honoured lady I am a poor 
unprotected girl which has read in many volumes of 
the dangers of going forth into the snores of a wealthy 
and powerful family and begs you not to deprive her 
of the shelter of the peaceful roof which has been her 
haven and has been the seen of the joys and sorrows of 
her career. Dear lady pardon the liberty that I have 
taken but it would brake my heart to leave yon 
and master and the dear children espeshilly in the 
present winter of adversity which I have hands to 
help in to the best of my poor abilities. Dear and 
honoured lady I have often been idle hut I will be 
BO no more I love the dear httle ladies with all 
my heart and I can cook and act in any capacity and 
wages is no object I will not take none nor beer neither 
. — and the parlour tea-leaves will he sufficient. Dear 
and honoured master and mistress forgive the liberty 
a poor girl has taken and lend a fitvourable ear to my 
TOi« II. q _y 
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reqiuat for if yon peniat in portiug with me I know 
I sball not snrvive it. 

' Tour Gamble *nd fitithfiil Servant, 

' Ceaklottb Abkold.' 

Isabel recuTed tbis letter while she was at break- 
&8t with Lord Ormerstield and Lonis, and it was, of 
Dourae, impos^ble to keep it to herael£ ' Talking of 
no wages 1' said the Earl. ' Send hor off at once.' 

' Yon will despige me,' said Isabel, with tears in her 
eyes ; ' but there is something -very touching in it, in 
ipite of the afibctation. I believe she really means it' 

'Affectation is only matter of taate,' said Lonis. 
' Half the simplicity of our day is only &sluon ; and 
Charlotte's letter, with a few stops, and signed Chloe, 
woold have figured handsomely in Mrs. BadoUffe'a 
time.' 

' It does not depend on me,' said Isabel ; ' James 
oonld not bear her going before, and I am sure he will 
not now.' 

' I think he ought not,' said Louis. ' Poor girl I I 
do believe the snares of wealthy iamiliea and fidelity 
in obacnrity, really mean with her the pomps and 
vanitiee vamu duty and affection.' 

' I am sure I would not drive her back to them,' 
aaid Isabel ; ' but I am only afraid the work will be 
too much for her strength.' 

' The willing heart goes all the way,' aaid Louis ; 
'and maybe it will be more wholesome than London, 
and sitting up.' 

Isabel ooloured and sighed; but added, that it 
would be infinite relief on the children's account to 
keep some one so gentle-banded, and so entirely to be 

James's decision was immediate. He called the 
letter a farrago, but his laagh was mixed with tears at 
the iaithM fraction it di^layed. ' It was mere folly,' 
he said, 'to think of keeping her without wages; but, 
if she would accept sudi as could be afforded after 
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taking a roagb Til)^;e girl for lier food to do tbe b&rd 
work, the experiment should be made, in the hope that 
tbe present straits wonld only endure for a abort time. 

This little event seemed to have done him mnoh 
good, and put him more at peace with the world. Ho 
was gratefiil for Lord Ormerafield'a kindnew and for- 
bearance, and the enforced rest from work was re- 
freshing bim ; while Isabel bad never been so cheerful 
and lively in her life as now, when braced manfully 
for her work, fiiU of energy, and feeling that she must 
show herself happy and courageous to support his 
depressed spirits. She was making a beginning — she 
was practising herself in her nursery duties, and, to 
her surpriBe, finding them quite oharmiiig; and little 
Kitty so delighted with all she did for her, that 
all the hitherto unsounded depths of the motherly 
heart were stirred up, and she could not think why 
she had never found out her true happiness. She 
looked so bri^t and so beautiful, that even Lord 
Ormerafield remarked it, pitying her for trials which 
be thought she little realized; but Louis augured bet- 
ter, believing that it was not ignorance but resolution 
which gave animation and brilliancy to bor dark eye, 
and cheerfulness to her smile. 

Fitzjocelyn took her to Dynevor Terrace in the 
afternoon to settle the matter with Charlotte ; and, on 
tbe way, he took the opportunity of telling her that 
he bad been reading Sir Hubert, and admired him 
very much, disousrang him and Adeline with the same 
vivid interest as her own sisters showed in them as 
persons, not mere personages. Isabel said they already 
seemed to her to belong to a world much farther back 
than Uie last fortnight. 

'There is some puzzle in the middle,' said Lonia. 
' I oan't make out the hero whose addresses were so 
inconvenient to Adeline, and who ran away from the 
pirates. He b^an as a crabbed old troubadour, who 
made bad verses; and then be went on as a &nta8tio 
young Viscount, skipping and talbing nonsense.' 
«3o 
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' Oh !' cried leabel, mncfa disooippoBed. ' Did I leave 
that piece there t I took it to Estminster by nutitake, 
and ihej told me of it. I Bhonld have taken it out.' 

' That would have been a pity,' said Lonia, ' far the 
Yiscount is a much more living man Uiaji the old 
troubadour. When he had ao many plans of poema 
for the golden violet that he made none at all, I was 
quite taken with him. I began to think I was going 
to have a leason.' 

Isabel blushed and tried to langh, but it was so 
uoBueoesafQl that Louis exclaimed in high glee — 
'There! I do believe I was the fentaatic Viscount! 
Oh ! laabel, it was too bad I I can fairly acquit mysdf 
of skipping ever since 1 had the honour of your 
acquaintance.' 

' Or of mnniug away from the pirates,' swd IsabeL 
'No, it was a great deal too bad, and very wroi^ 
indeed. It was when you did not run away that I 
was so much ashamed, that I thought I had torn 
out every atom. I never told any one — not even 
Virginia I' 

Louia had a very hearty laugh, and, when Isabel 
saw him bo excessively amused, she ventured to laugh 
too at her ancient prejudice, and the strange chance 
which had made the fitntastic Viscount, Sir Holand's 

' You must restore him,' said Louis, returning to 
business. 'That old troubadour b the one inconas- 
tency in the story, evidently not fitting into the original 
plot. I shall be delighted to sit for the portrait' 

' I don't think you could now,' said Isabel. ' I 
think the motley must have been in the spectacles 
with which I looked at you.' 

'Ahl it is a true poem,' said Louis; 'it must have 
been a great relief to your feelings I Shall I give it 
back to you V 

'Oh! I can't touch it now!' cried IsabeL 'You 
may give it to me; and if ever I have time to think 
again of it, I may touch it up, but certainly not now.* 



SWEET USES OP ADVEHSITT, 829 

'And when you do, pray don't omit the Vis- 
Douut. I can't lose my chance of going down to 
posterity.' 

He went his way, while Isabel repaired to the 
Terrace, and found Charlotte awaiting her answer in 
muoh trepidation. 

The low wages, instead of none at all, were a great 
diaappoiutment, doing away with all the honour and 
senloment, and merely degrading her in the eyes of 
her companions; but her attachment conquered this 
objection, and fece to face with her mistress, the 
affectation departed, and left remaining such honest 
and sincere &ithfulness and affection, that Isabel felt 
as if a valuable and noble-hearted firiend bad suddenly 
been made known to her. It was a silly little fimcifiil 
heart, but it waa sound to the core ; and when Isabel 
said, ' There will be very hard work, Charlotte, but 
ve wilr try to do our best for Mr. Frost and the 
children, and we will help each other,' Charlotte felt 
as if no task could be too hard if it wer« to be met 
with such a look and smile. 

'Is it settled!' asked Lord Fitzjocelyn, as Charlotte 
opened the door for him. 

' Oh, yes, thank you, my Lord — ' 

' But, Charlotte, one thing is decided. Mrs. Frost 
can afford no more eau de Cologne. The first hysterics 
and you go I' 

He passed npstairs, and found Isabel beginning to 
dismantle the drawing-room — 'Which you arranged 
for us!' she said. 

A long, deep sigh was the answer, and Louis mused 
for some moments ere he said — ' It is hard work to 
say good-bye to trifles with which departed happiness 
seems connected.' 

'Oh, no!' cried Isabel, e^erly. 'With such a 
home, the happiness cannot be departed.' 

' So, not with such a home I* said Louis, with a 
melancholy smile ; ' but I was Helfish enough to be 
thinking who hung that picture—' 
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'I don't tbiiik 70a were the selfiah person,' said 
Iiiab«I 

'Patience and workl' said Louis, rousing himselC 
' Some Bort of good time mutt oome,' — and he qoickly 
put his hand to assist in putting the Dresden sitepherd 
and t^epberdess into retirement, obeerving that tbej 
seemed the genii of the place, and he set his miDd on 
their restoration. 

' I do not think,' said Isabel, as she afterwanla 
n&rrated this scene to her huaband, ' tbat I wee 
realized bis being so much attached to Mary Fonsonb^ ; 
I thought it was a convenient suitable thing in which 
he followed bis father's vishes; and I imagined he had 
qtiite recovered it' 

' He did not look interesting enought Tesi he iraa 
slow in knowing bis own mind ; but bis heart once given 
there is no reckling it, whatever his &ther me.j wish.' 

'Or my mother,' said Isabel, smiling. 

' Ah I I have never asked yon what your party ea^ 
of him in the London world.' 

' Tbey say he quite provokes them by being such a 
diligent member ; and that people debate as to whether 
he will distinguish himselfl Some say be docs not care 
enough; and others, that he has too many crotchsts.' 

'Just so! Public men are not made of that soft, 
florupuIouB etui^ which only hardens and toughens when 
principle is clear before him. Well, as to society — ' 

'Virginia says he is hardly ever to he had; he is 
either at the House, or he bas something to do for his 
&ther; he slips out of parties, and they never catch 
him unless tbey are in great want of a gentleman to 
take them somewhere, and then no one is so useful. 
Mamma has been setting innumerable little traps for 
him, but he marches straight through them all, and 
only a little tone of irony betrays that he sees through 
them. Evety one likes him, and the only complaint 
is, that he is so seldom to be seen, keeping almost 
entirely to his father's se^ always with his father — ' 

'Ay I I can bear to watch his submission better 
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tiwQ formerly. His attentions are in sueh perfect 
good taste tit&b they are quite beautiful^ and his 
lordship has quite oeaaed snubbing and begins to 
have a glimmering that when Louis says something 
never dreamt of in his philosophy, the defect may b« 
in his understanding, and not in Fitzjocelyn's.' 

' I oould ezcnsa him for not always understanding 
Fit^ocolynl But there never were two kinder people 
in the world; and I could act have imagined that I 
should ever like Lord Ormersfield half so much.' 

' He is improved. Louis's exclusive devotion has 
not been lost on him. Uoldsworth has been sitting 
with me, and talking of the great change in the 
pariah. He told me that at his first arrival here, seven 
years i^, when he was very young, he found himself 
quite disheartened and disputed by the I'espectabihty 
of the j^ace. Every one waa cold, distant, correct^ and 
self-esteeming; so perfectly contented with themselves 
tod the Tontine, that he felt all his ardour thrown 
away, and it seemed to him that he was pastor to a 
steam-engine—a mere item in the proprieties of Or- 
merafield. He was almost ready to exchange, out of 
wearinesB and impatience, when Fitgocelyn came 
home, and awoke fresh life and interest by his ab- 
BUrdities, his wonderful philanthropies, and estraordi* 
nary schemes, Hie sympathy and eamestaess were 
the first refreshment and encouragement; and Holds- 
worth declares that no one can guess the benefit that 
he was to him even when he wss most ridiculous. 
Since that, he says, the change has been striking, though 
so gradual. Ixiuis has all the same freshness and energy, 
but without the fiuctuation and impetuosity. And 
his example of humility and sincerity has worked, not 
only in reclaiming the wild outlying people, but even 
awakening the comfortable dependents &om their self- 
satis&ction. Even Frampton is &r from the impene- 
trable person be used to be.' 

' And Z suppose they have done infinite good to the 
wild Marksedge people 1' 
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' Some Ave better, Bome are worse. I believe that 
people always are worse when they reject good. I am 
glad to find, too, that the improvementa answer in a 
pecuniary point of view. His Lordship is amazed at 
hia son'a sagacity, and they have never been so much ai 
ease in money matters.' 

' Indeed I Well, I must own that I have always 
been struck with the very small scale ou which things 
are done here. Just the mere margin of what is 
required by their station, barely an indulgence!' 

'I lanoy you must look into anbscriptions for Fitz- 
jocelyu'smeauB,'aaid James; 'and for the rest, they have 
no heaiii for new furniture tilt he marriea.' 

'Well! I wonder if Mary ia worth ao much heart! 
It might be the best thing for him if she would find 
some worthy merchant He is very young still, and 
looks younger. I should like him to begin the world 

' Hal Isabel, you want to cook up a romance of 
your own for him.' 

Jamea waa recovering cheerfulness. He thought he 
was bracing himself to bear bravely with an unmerited 
wrong. The injustice of hia sentence hid from him 
the degree of Justice ; and with regard to his own temper, 
he knew better what he reatrained than what he 
expressed, and habitually gave himself credit for what 
he did not say or do. There was much that was really 
good in hia present spirit, and it was on the way to 
bo better; but his was not the character to be 
materially altered by the Gist brunt of a sadden shock. 
It was a step tbat he had brought himself to forgive 
' the trustees. He did not yet see that he had any need 
to be forgiven. 

At the end of three weeks James and Isabel returned 
to their home, and to their new way of life ; and Fitz- 
jocelyn had only time to see that they were beginning 
their struggle with good courage, before the meeting of 
Parliament summoned him to London. 

Isabel fully justified Miss Faithfull'a prediction. 
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She was too truly high-minded to thiiik any task be- 
neath her; and with her heart in, not out of her im- 
mediate work, she could not fail to be a happier 
woman. Success gave as much pleasure in a house- 
hold duly as in an accompliahineiit — nay, far more when 
it was a victory over herself, and an increase to the 
comfort of her huaband. Her strength was much 
tried, and the cluldreu often fatigued and harassed 
her; but there was unspeakable compensation in their 
fondness and dependence on her, and even in the actual 
services themselves. The only wonder began to be 
how she could have ever trusted them in any hands but 
her own. Her husband's afiection and oonsideration 
were sources of joy ever renewed; and though natural 
irritability and pressing anxieties might now and then 
betray him into a hasty word, his penitence so iar sur- 
passed the momentary pain it might have cost her, that 
she was obUged to do her utmost to comfort him. She 
som^imes found herself awkward or ignorant, and 
sometimes fl^;ged from over-exertion ; yet throughout, 
James's approval, and herown sensethat she was striving 
to do her best, kept her mind at rest Above all, the 
eeoret of her happiness was, that the shock of adversity 
had awakened her from her previous deadneas and slug- 
gishness of soul, and made her alive to a feeling of trust 
and support, a 6ame of mind ever repenting, ever 
striving on\ntrdB. Thus she went bravely throogh the 
veiy class of trials that she would once have thought 
merely lowering, inglorious, and devoid of poeby. 
What would have be^ in itself sordid, gained a sweet- 
new from the light of love and duty, and never in all 
her dreamy ease had she been as dieerful and light- 
hearted as in the midst of hardship and rigid economy. 
Her equable temper and calm composure came to her 
ud ; and where a more nervous and excitable woman 
would have p^yed upon herself and sauk under 
imaginary troubles, she was always ready to soothe 
and sustain the anxious and sensitive nature of 
her husband. After all, hers was the lightest share 
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of the triaL To her, the call wu to act, and to undergo 
miflfortnnea occaaiMied hj* no bult of hers ; to him, tha 
«J1 was the one most gaUiog to an active wtd eager 
nun — n&mely, to endure^ and worse, to tee endured, dio 
penalty of his own errora. In vain did he seek foe 
employment. A. cntacy, withont a fair emotument^ 
would have been greater poverty than their preeent con- 
dition, oa long as the house was unlet; uid, though 
be answered advertisements and made applications, tiie 
only eligible situations failed ; and he knew, among so 
many candidates, the last to be choeen would be a ])enKHi. 
of violent temper, unable to bear rebuke. Dis^>* 
pointment oame upon disappointment, and the literary 
work, with which, through louis's exertions, he had 
been supplied, was not likely to bring in any speedy 

All that he oould do was to take mora than hia part 
in domestic trifles, suoh as moat men would have 
scorned, and to relieve his wife as iar as possible of the 
diildreu, often at the ooet of his writing. He bor« the 
brunt of many a trial of which she was scarcely aware — 
slights &om the harsh vulgar, and compassion irom the 
kind vulgar; and the proud self-aasettion was gone 
which had hardened him to all such stings. To his 
lot fell the misery of weighing and balancing what 
comforts could best be cut off without positive injury to 
his wife and little ones. To consider whether aa 
empty house should be rehired for a doubtful tenaa^ 
to make the venture and have it rejected, was a severa 
vexation, when the expense trenched on absolute neceo- 
sariea; and hardly less trying was it to be forced, to 
accept the rent of the House Beautiful, knowing how 
ill it could be spared ; and yet, that without it he must 
lapse into the hopeless abyss of debt. Moreover, there 
was 

The terribte heart thrill 
To have no power of giving 
to some of the poor who had learnt to look to the 
Terrace ia his graodmother's time; and meals were 
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curtailed, that those In greater need might not be left 
quite unaided. 

Nor waa this the only cause for which James under- 
went Hctual stem privation. The reign of bad cookery 
was orer. Charlotte, if unmethodit^, was delicately 
neat; and though she kept them waiting for their 
dinner, always served it up with the precdsion of past 
prosperity. Cheap cookery and cottage economy were 
the study, and the results were pronounced adndrable ; 
but the master was the diq>euHer ; and when a modicum 
of meat was to make nourishing a mountain ot rioe, or ' 
an ooeau of broth, it would occur to him, as he helped 
Isabel, that the piice de ritislance would hardly hold out 
for the kitchen devourers. He would take the recipe at 
its word, and dine on the surrounding structure ; and 
in spite of the cottage economy, he was nearly as hungry 
after dinQer as before it, and people began to say that 
he had never recovered his looks sinoe his illness. These 
daily petty acts of self'denial and self-reetnunt had 
begun to tame his spirit and open his eyes in a manner 
that neither precept nor example had yet effected. 

Charlotte had imbibed to the Ml the spirit of patient 
exertion which pervaded the house. Mrs. Martha had 
told her she was a foolish girL and would be tired of 
the place in a fortnight ; but when she did not see her 
tired, she would often rush in after her two misteesses 
-were shut up for the evening, scold Charlotte for her 
want of metiiod, and finish all that was left undone, 
while Charlotte went up to the nursery to release her 
mistress. As to novels and sentiment, they had gone 
tSkeit Sir Hubert; and though Charlotte was what 
Martha expressively called 'iairly run off her feet,' 
she had never looked better nor happier. Her mistrees 
tNated her like a friend ; she doted on the children, 
and the cook was out of the kitchen ; Delaford was off 
her mind, and neither stairs nor even knife-cleaning 
could hurt her feelings. To be sure, her subordinate, a 
raw girl fi-om Marksedge, devoured all that was set be- 
fore her, and what was not eatable, she broke ; but aa 
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ehe had been sent &om home with no injnnctioiis bat 
to 'look sharp and get etout,' so she was onl^r fill filling 
her vocation ; and on some quefltion of beer, her mother 
oame and raved at Charlotte, and would have raved at 
Mrs. Frost, if her dignified presence had not overawed 
ber. Bo she only took the girl away in olTeace, asd 
Charlotte was much happier with an occasional chai^ 
woman to share her labnurs. 

There was much happiness in No. 5, notwithstand- 

. ing that the Bpring and Huramer of 1851 were very 

"hard times ; and perhaps felt the more, because the 

sunny presence of Louis Fitzjocelyn did not shine there 

as nsuaL 

He was detained in London all the Easter recess by 
his father's illness. Lord Ormersfield was bound hand 
and foot by a severe attack of rheomatism, caught 
almost immediately after his going to London. It 
seemed to have taken a strong hold of his oonstitntioB, 
and lingered on for weeks, so that he could barely 
move from his arm-chair by the fire, and began to givQ 
himself up as henceforth to be a crippled old man — a 
view out of which Louis and Sir Miles Oakstead tried 
by turns to laugh him ; indeed, Sir Miles accused him 
of wanting to continue his monopoly of his son — and of 
that doubly-devoted attention by which Louis enlivened 
his convalescence. 

Society had very little chance with Fitgocelyn now, 
unless he was fui-ly hunted out by the f^rl, who was 
always haunted by ungrounded alarms for bis health 
and spirits, and never allowed him to &il in the morn- 
ing rides, which were in fact his great refreshment, as 
much from the quiet and the change of scene, as from 
the mere air and exercise. 

' Father,' said he, coming in one day a little after 
Easter, ' you are a very wise man I' 

< Eh r said the Earl, looking up in wonder and ex- 
pectation excited by this prelude, hoping for the fulfil- 
ment lA some political prediction. 

' He is a wise man,' proceeded Louis, ' who does not 
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put Within treasures, especially butlers; also, who doea 
not bring a schoolboy to London with nothing to do T 

' Wh&t now )' said the Earl, ' la young Conway in 
a scrape 1' 

' I am,' said Fitgocelyn ; ' I have made a dis- 
corery, and I don't exactly see what to do with it. 
You see I have been taking the boy oat riding with 
me, as the only thing I could well do for him theae 
faolidaya Yon must know he is very good and patro 
nimig ; I believe he thinks he could put me up to a 
few things in time. Well, to-day, as we passed a 
qnefltionable-looking individual, Walter bowed, aa if 
highly elated by the honour of his acquaintance, and 
explained to me that he was the celebrated— I forget 
who, but that's owing to my defective education. The 
fact is, that this Delaford, to whom my aunt impli- 
ritly trusts, has been introducing this unlucky hoy to 
■ practical oonrae of BeWt Life — things that I went 
through Eton, and never even heard of.' And he de- 
tailed some of them. 

' No more than she might have espected,' said I^ord 
Onnersfield. 

' And what is to be donet' 

' 1 should say, never interfere between people and 
their aervanta, Htill leas between them and their sons. 
Yon will do no good.' 

' I cannot see this go on f cried Louis. ' The boy 
told me all, by way of showing me his superiority. I 
believe he wants to introduce me to some of hia dis- 
tinguished friends. They flatter him, and make him a 
great man ; and as to any scruples about his mother, 
Delaford has disposed of her objections as delicate weak- 
nesses. When I began to look grave, the poor boy set 
it down to my neglected training, always spending my 
holidays in the country, and not knowing what &st 
men are up te.' 

' And so he goes to destmction — ^jnst the sort of boy 
that does,' said the Earl, with due acquiescence in the 
course of the world. 



2S8 DTKBTOa TBBKACK. 

' He need not,' exoUimed Iiouis. ' He is a nice boy, 
a vety nice boy, if only be cared fat his mother, or knew- 
rigbt from wrong.' 

Lord OrmerBfield smiled at these slight ezceptdons. 

' He is heartily fond of Isabel,' mid Lonis. ' If I 
bought Jem could do any good, I would send for him ; 
but he has made my aunt ao much afraid of unworldli- 
ntea just now, that I only wonder she lets Miss King 
stay on.' 

' You had better Uiaye it alone,' said the Earl, ' un- 
less you can do anything with the boy. I am glad, 
that I am not hia goardian 1' 

' I wish I waa,' sighed Louis. 

' I suppose you will grow older some day,' said Lord 
Ormersfield. ' However, I see you will not be con- 
tented without going your own way to work.' 

When the Earl saw his son the ii^:t day, Louis looked 
radiant at having taken one step. He had seen his 
aunt, and she had endured the revelation with more 
equanimity than he could have sui^osed poeeible. ' It 
was a house where they took things easily,' as he said; 
a hotise where nothing was more feared than a scene; 
and I^y Conway had thanked her nephew greatly for 
his communication; promised what he did not ask, that 
he should not be betrayed to Walter; assured him that 
the butler should be dismissed, without giving any 
reason, before the summer holidays; and for the few 
remaining days before Walter returned to Eton, she 
thought she might reckon on her dear Fitzjooelyn for 
keeping his eye upon him : no doubt aJl woi^d be right 
when Delafonl was once gone. 

It waa the old want of a high standard — the love of 
ease rather than the love of right. The Earl laughed 
at her short-sighted policy, and resented her ■»H'1l''^g 
Loais with the care of her son ; while Louis philoso- 
phized upon good-nature, and its nse and abuse. 

Whether Mr. Delaford learnt that Sir Walter had 
betrayed him to Lord Fitsgooelyn, or whether he took 
alarm from the young gentleman being kept under sur- 
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TeUIanoe, he scented danger; and took the inidatiTe, by 
Mmouncing to my Lady that he intended to retire fivm 
hia situation into private life at the month's end. 

Ladj Conway rejoioed in being spared thefabrioation 
by which she had intended to dismiss her paragon with* 
oat hurtii^ his feelings, thanked Pitzjooelyn more than 
ever, and was sure that dear Walter would do very 
well 

But no sooner had Delaford departed than a series 
«f discoveries began to be made. Lady Conway's bills 
reached back to dates far beyond those of the cheques 
which she had put into Delaford'a hands to pay them ; 
and a tissue of peculation began to reveal itself, so 
alarming and bewildering to her, that she implored her 
n^bew to investigate it for her. 

Louis, rather against the will of his fether, who was 
jealous uf any additional tasks thrown on him, entered 
into the matter -with the head of an accountant, and 
thezealof a pursuer of justice; and stirred up a fright- 
tal mass of petty and unblushing firaud, long practised 
as a mere matter of course upon the mistress, who had 
set the example of easy-going, insincere self-seeking. 
It involved the whole household so completely, that 
there was no alternative but a clearance of every 
servant^ whether innocent or guilty, and a fresh bo- 
ginning. Indeed, so great had been the debts which 
had accumulated, that there was no doubt that the 
treacherous butler must have been gambling to a great 
extent with his mistress's money ; and the loss was so 
heavy that Lady Conway found she should be obliged 
to retrench, 'just when she should have been so glad 
to have helped poor dear Isabel I' She must even give 
up a season in London, but dear Virginia was fiti too 
good and sensible to repine. 

Lord Ormeisfield, who had become much interested 
in tlie investigation, and assisted much by his advice, 
^ranted her to go to Thornton Conway; and Louis 
urged the step warmly as the best hope for Walter. 
But she could not live there, ahe said, without ta-x too 
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heavy an expenditure ; and she would make visits fisr 
the present, and find some cheap place abroad, where 
the girls conld have maetera. 

And so her establishment was broken up, and Lonis 
wrote warm congratulations to James that poor little 
Charlotte had not been tempted into the robber's deo. 
Isabel could not help reading the whole history to 
Charlotte, who turned white at the notion of Boch 
wickedness, and could hardly utter a word ; though 
afterwards, as she sat rocking little Mercy to sleep, she 
bestowed a great deal of good advice on her, ' never to 
mind what nobody said to her, above all, when ihey 
talked like a book, for there were a great many snakes 
and vipers in the grass, and 'twas best to know good 
friends when one had them.' And conpled with her 
moralizing, there was no small d^;ree of humble thank- 
falueaa for the impulse that had directed her away from 
the evU How could she ever have met Tom i^ain if 
jihe had shared in the stigma on the dishonest houaer 
hold ! Simple-hearted loyalty had been a guard against 
more perils than she had even imagined I 
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CHAPTER XVL 

THE TAU.ET OF HDMILUTIOir. 

This TkUey is tlutt from whence also tha King will give to Hia 
tliBir Yineyanla; ivaA thej that go through it aball sing, as 
Christiui did, for all ha met with ApoUyoD, 

PH^rim'i Progroi. 

T PB close of the Beedon still found Lord Ormerafield 
BO stiff, bent, and suffering, that Louis vith some 
difficulty penrnaded him into trying the experiment of 
foreign baths, and in a few weeks' time they were botli 
established at the M6ld tht Grand Mona^que at Aix- 
la-Chapell& 

The removing his son to a dull watering-place, when 
he had so loany aTocations at home, had been a grut 
vexation to the Earl; bat he waa delighted at (he 
Teraatile spirits which made a holiday and delight of 
the whole, and found an endlees fiind of interest and 
oocapation even in his attendance on the wearisome 
routine of health-seeking. Uerman books, natural 
histoiy, th« associations of the place, and the ever- 
fresh study of the inhabitants and the Tisitora, were 
food enough for his lively convenation ; and the Earl, 
inspirited by improviog health, thought he had never 
enjoyed hia son so much. 

They were already old inhabitants of their hotel, 
when one afternoon they were much amused by find- 
ing a consequential courier gesticulating vehemently 
to the whole establishment on the apartments he was 
to secure for a superb Milord Anglais, who seemed to 
require half the hotel Their sitting-room, ■overlook- 
ing the court, was especially coveted; and the landlord 

VOL. u. a 



242 DYNEVOR TKRRACE. 

even followed them apetairs with many excoses to aak 
if they could exchange it for another for only two days. 
Lord Ormersfie Id'a negative had all the exceeding polite- 
ness of offended dignityj and Louis was much amused at 
the surmises, with which he consoled himself, that this 
was nothing but some trumpery speculator, moat likely 
a successful quack doctor — ^no one else went about in 
such a style. 

In a grave, grand way, he was not a little cnrioos^ 
and took care to place himself where he could coan~ 
mand a view of the court; while Louis, making ao 
secret of his own amusement, worked up an excitement 
to entert^u his father, and stood watching at the 
window, 

' Crack 1 crack 1 there are the postilion's whips! 
Now for the Graaid Mono/rqite himself — thundering 
under the archway I Why, there are only two of them, 
after all ! — a lady and a little yellow old man 1 Fathw, 
you are right after all — he ia the vety pattern of a 
successful quack ! How tall the lady is I Halloo I' 
and he stood tra7iB6zed for a moment, then qtrftng to 
the door, replying to his &ttier's astoniElied qoestiou — 
' Clara I Chua Dynevor !' 

The party were in course of proceeding up the pna- 
cipal stairoase — the tall figure of a young lady in 
inouraing moving on with so stately, so quiet, extd 
almost weary a manner, that Louis for a moment drew 
back, doubting whether the remarkable height had not 
deceived him. Her head was turned away, a^d she 
was following the host, scarcely exerting beraMf to gase 
round, when she came close to the open door, where 
Louis moved slightly forwards. There was a little 
ecstatic shriek, and both her hands were clasped in his* 
while her faoe was glowing with animation and delight. 

' I don't know how to believo it f she said ; ' oan yoa 
be heref 

■ We are curing my Ikther. Had you not heard td 
his illness V 

' I hear nothing,' said Clara, sadly, as she held oat 



THE VALLEY OF HUMILIATION. 243 

her hand to Ijord Onnerafield, who had also come to 
meet her ; and her uncle, who followed dose behind, 
was ftdl ot cordial rejoicings on the encounter. 

There vas Jaae Beckett also, whom Louis next 
intercepted on her iray to the bedrooms, hiden with 
bags, and nniling meat joyously to see him. 'To be 
sure, my young Lord ! And yonr papa here too, my 
Lord! Well! ■who'llbecomingabroadnext.Iwonderf 

' I wonder at nothing since I have met you here, 

' And I am right glad of it^ my Lord. Youll cheer 
up poor Miss Clara a bit, I hope— for — Bleas me I 
wont those Frenchmen never learn to carry that box 
right side up J" 

And off rushed Jane to a nerer-endiog war of many 
tonguea in defence of Clara's finery; while Louia, fol- 
lowing into the sitting-room, found Mr. Dynevor in- 
vitiug his lather to the private dinner which he had 
ordered for greater dignity. 

The proposal was accepted for the sake of spendii^ 
. the evening together, but little was thus gained ; fbr, 
excepting for that one little scream, Louis would hardly 
have felt himself in the company of his Giraffe, Shie 
had become a very fine-looUng person, not quite hand- 
some, but not many degrees from it, and set off by 
profuse hair, and every advantage of figure and dress ; 
while her manner was self-po^essed aud formal, in- 
difTerent towards ordinary people, but warm and 
coaxing towards her uncle. Blunt— almost morose to 
others — he was fondling and affectionate towards her ; 
continually looking at the others as if to claim admira- 
tion of her, appealing to her every moment, and even 
when talking himself, his keen eye still seeming to watch 
every word or gesture. 

The talk was all Switzerland and Italy — routes 
and pictures, mountains and cathedrals — all by rote, 
and with no spirit nor heart in the discussion — not a 
single word coming near home, nothing to show that 
Dyueror Terrace had any existence. Loois bade Clara 
B 2 
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good-night, mortified at the absence <^ all token of 
feeling for her brother, and more tlian half repenting 
his advice to remain with her uncle. How could the 
warm-hearted girl have become this oold, haoght^ 
being, speaking by mechanism t He scarcely felt 
inclined to see her agaia ; bat early the next momin^ 
as he was at break&st with his father, there was a knctck 
at the door, and a voice said, ' May I come in )' and M. 
Louis opened, there stood the true Clara, all blushes 
and abruptness. ' I b^ your pardon if it is wron^' 
she said, ' but I could not help it I most hear of 
him— of James.' 

Lord Ormersfield welcomed her in an almost fatherly 
manner, and made her sit down, telling her tliat she 
had come at a good moment, since Louis had just 
received a letter; but he feared that it was not a Tery 
good account of Isabel. 

' Isabel I Is anything the matterl' 

' Ton are behindhand. Had you not heard of the 
arrival of number four)' 

' I never hear anything,' said Clara, her eyee over- 
flowing. 

' Ha ! not since we last met!* asked the EarL 

'They wrote once or twice; but you know Hhey 
thought me wrong, and it has all died away since I 
went abroad. The last letter I had was dated in 
November.' 

' You know nothing since that timel' 

' No; I often thought of writing to Miss Faithfhll, 
but I could not bear to show how it was, since they 
would not answer me. So I made bold to come to 
you, for I cannot ask before my undft He is quite 
passionate at the very name.' 

' He is kind to you)' asked Lord Ormersfield, hastily. 

' Most kind, except for that, the only thing I care 
about. But you have a letter 1 Oh 1 I am fuminliing 
to hear of them I' 

She did not even know of the loss of the school ; 
and her distress was extreme as she heard of their 
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straits. 'It must be killing Isabel,' she sfud; 'if I 
could but be at home to work for her!' 

' Isabel lias come out beyond all praise,' stud Louis. 
'I am afraid there is much for them to undergo; but 
I do believe they are much happier in the midat of it.* 

' Eiverybody must be happy in Dynevor Terrace,' uaid 
Clara. 

Louis shook his head and smiled, adding, ' But, 
Clara, I do believe, if it were to come over again, Jem 
would hardly act in the same way.' 

' Do you think he has forgiven me)' 

' Judge for yourS6l£' 

Her hand trembling, she caught at the well-known 
handwriting that to her seemed as if it ootild hardly 
be the property of any one else ; and it was weU for ' 
her that Louis had pajtly prepared her for the tone of 
depression, and the heavy trials it revealed, when she 
had been figuring to herself the writer enjoying all 
the felicity from which she was banished. 

' No. B, Dynavor Teitsce, Sept I4Ui, 1851. 
'Dear Tiiziocelw, — ^I ought to have written 
yesterday ; but I took the whole duty at Ormetsfield 
on Sunday, and was too la^ the next day to do more 
than keep the children out of the way, and look after 
Isabel ; for, though I am told not to be uneasy, she 
does not regain strength aa she has doDe before. Over- 
exertion, or bad nursing, one or both, tell upon her; 
and I wish we may not have too dear a bargain in the 
nuise whom she chose for cheapness' sake. My lectures 
were to have paid the expenses, but the author's need 
ianot always the £rst consideration; the money will 
not be forthcotoing till Christmas, and meantime we 
cannot launch out. However, Ormersfield partridges 
are excellent &re for Isabel, and I could return thanks 
for the abundant supply that would almost seem 
disproportionate; but yon can guess the value as 
substantial comforts. A box of uneatable grouse from 
Beauchastel, carriage twelve shillings, was a cruel 
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sabject of gratitade; bat tbose good people mean more 
Hudir than I deserve; and when Isabel is well again, 
'we ehaU rub on. This little one promises more 
resemblance to her than the othen. We propose to 
call her Francee, after my poor mother and idster. Do 
you remember the thrill of meeting their names la 
Cheveleigh church] That memorial was well done 
of my uncle. If these children were to be left ae we 
were, you wowld, I know, be tieir beat friend; but I 
have a certsin desire to see your own BSsurance to 
that effect. Don't fancy this any foreboding, but four 
daughters bind a man to life, and I sometimes feel as 
if I hardly deserved to see good days. If I am spared 
to bring up these chUdren, I hope to make them under> 
stand the difference between independence and pride. 

' I have been looking back on my life ; I have had 
plenty of time during these months of inaction, which 
I begin to see were fit discipline. Till Holdsworth 
left bis parish under my charge the other day for six 
weeks, I have exercised no office of my ministry, as 
you know that Mr, Purvis's tone with me cut me off 
£rom anything that could seem like meddling with 
him, I never felt more gratefiil to any man than I 
did when Holdsworth made the propoaaL It was 
as if my penance were accepted for the spirit against 
which you too justly warned me before my Ordination. 
Sunday was something between a very sorrowAil and 
a very happy day. 

' I did nob see the whole truth at first. I was only 
aware of my unhappy temper, which had provoked the 
immediate punishment ; but the effort (generally a 
&ilure) to prevent my irritability from, adding to the 
distresses I had brought on my poor wife, opened my 
eyea to much that I had never undeiBtood. Yet I had 
presumed to become an instructor — I deemed myself' 
iireproaohable ! 

' I believe the origin of the whole wafl, that I never 
diatinguiehed a fierce apirit of aelf-ezaltation. from my 
grandmother's noble resolution to be independent. It 
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was a demon whidi took the semblance of good, and 
left no room for demons of a Imaer sort Even as a 
boy at the Grammar^obool, I kept oat of evil from 
the pride of proving myself gentlemanly under any 
circumatantMs ; the motive was not a bit better thaa 
that which made me bully you. I can. never remem- 
ber being without an angry and injured feeling that 
my uncle's neglect lefl my grandmother burdened, and 
obliged me to receive an inferior education ; and with 
thifi, a certain hope that he would never put himself 
in the right, nor lay me under obligations. You 
saw how this motive actuated me, when I never dis- 
cerned it. I trust that I was not insincere, though 
presumptuous and self-deceiving I was to an extent 
which I can only remember with horror. If it ap- 
proached to sacrilege, may the wilful blindness be for- 
given ! At leaat, I knew it not ; and with all my 
hefu*t I meant to fulfil the vows I had taken on me. 
ThuH, when my uncle actually returned, there was a 
Bpedea of revengeful satts&ction in making my pro- 
fession interfere with hie views, when be bad made it 
the only one eligible for me. How ill I behaved — how 
obstinately I set myself against all mediation — how I 
wrapped myself in self-approval — you know better 
than I do. My oouceit, and absurdity, and tbankless- 
nesa, have riaen up before me; and I remember offers 
that would have involved no sacrifice of my cleric^ 
obligations — offers that I would not even consider — • 
classing them all as ' mere truckling with my con- 
science.' What did I. take for a conecieneel 

.' Ever since, things have gone from bad to worse, , 
grieving my dear grandmother's last year, and eetrang- 
ing me from my poor little sister because abe would 
not follow my dictation. At last my sins brought 
down f he penalty, aad I would not grieve except for 
the innocent who suffer with me. Perhaps, but for 
them, I should never have felt it. ' Nor do I feel 
tempted to murmur ; for there is a strange peace with 
us throughout, in spite of a sad heart and too many 
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explosionH of my miserable temper, and the eight of 
the hardsliips so bravely met by my dear wife. £ut 
for all thia, I should never have known what she ia ! 
She whispered to me last evening, when she saw me 
looking dred and depressed, that she had no fears for 
the future, for this had been the happiest year of her 
life. Kotbing can make her forget to Bootbe me ! 

' I have written a long rigmarole all about myself j 
but an ontpouring is sometimes a relief and you have 
borne with me often enough to do so now. My poor 
Clara's pardon, and some kind of clerical duty, are my 
chief wishes ; but my feilures in the early pirt of the 
year have taught me how unworthy I am to stir a 
8t«p in soliciting anything of the kind. Did I tell you 
how Bome ten of the boys continue to touch their hats 
to me 1 and Smith, the butcher's son, often comes to 
borrow a book, and consult me on some of the difficul-: 
ties that his father throws in his way. He is a fine 
fellow, and at least I hope that my two years at the 
school did him. no harm. I was muoh impressed with 
tJie orderliness at Ormersfield Sunday-school. I wish 
I could have got half aa much rel%ious knowledge 
into my poor boys. I walked through your turnips in 
the South field, and thought they wanted rain. Framp- 
ton tells me the Inglewood harvest ia in very good 
condition; bnt I will see the b^liff, and give you 
more particolars, when I can be better spared &om 
home for a few hours. Kitty's asRistance in writing 
has discomposed tbeee last fow lines. 

' TouM ever, 

'J. RF. D.' 

Clara tamed away and groaned aloud several times 
■s she read ; bnt all she said, as she gave it back to 
Louis, was, ' What is to be done 1 You most talk to 
my uncle.' 

' Ah, Clara ! young gentlemen of the nineteenth 
century make but a bad hand of the part of benevolent 
&iry.' 
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' I don't think my speaking would he of any nse,' 
said Clara. ' Oh, if this only would hare been a boy !' 

Lord Omiersfield undertook to sound Mr. Dynevor, 
and found on early opportunity of asking whether he 
had heard of poor J&mee's misfortune. Yes, he had 
known it long ago. No wonder, with such a temper. 
Kept it &om the child, though. Would not have her 
always hankering after them. 

Was he aware of his great distress and difficulties t 

Ha, ha ! thought so I Fine lady wife ! No end of 
children — served him right ! — to bring down his pride. 

Lord Ormersfield ha^rded a hint that James had 
seen his errors, and the school was no longer in the 

' No, no r said Oliver. ' Too late now. Drink as 
he has brewed. He should have thought twice before 
he broke my poor mother's heart with ^ cantankerous 
ways. Gheveleigh beneath him, forsooth I I'm not 
going to have it cut up for a lot of trumpery girb ! 
Tve settled the property and whatever other pickings 
there may be upon my little Clara — gratefiil, and 
worthy of it ! Her husband shall take Dynevor name 
and arms — unices, to be sure, he had a title of his own. 
The girl was much admired at Some last winter; had 
a &ir offer or two, but not a word will she say to any 
of them. I can't tell what's in her head, not 1 1' 

And he looked knowingly at Lord Ormersfield, and 
willingly extended his stay at Aix-la-Chapelle, letting 
Fit^ocelyn organize expeditions from thence to LiSge 
and other places in the neighbourhood. 

The two cousins were so glad to be together, and the 
Earl ao much pleased that Louis should have anything 
which gave biTn so much delight as this meeting wit£ 
his old playfellow, that he did all in his power to facili- 
tate and prolong their intercourse. He often sacrificed 
himself to Oliver's prosings on the Equatorial naviga- 
tion, that the two young people might be at liberty; 
and he iuvited Clara to their early break&st and walk 
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before her nnole wanted her in the moming. These 
were Clara's times of greatett happmess, except that it 
gave her a nev and stntnge sensation to be talked to by 
his lordship like a grown-ap^— nay, a senubla wotohd. 
Once she aaid to herself laughing, ' He really tteate 
me almost as if I were poor Mary herself' And then 
came another flash : 'Perhaps he would eren like me 
on the same terms f And l^en she laughed again, and 
shook her head : ' No, no, my Lord, your son is mnch 
too good for that ! Unole Oliver voiild not have 
looked BO benignant at ns when we were sitting in the 
gardens last night, if he had known that I was giving 
Louis all my Lima letters. I wish they were more 
worth havlDg ! It was very stupid of me not to know 
Maty better, so that we write like two old almanac& 
However, my lettw from hence wUl be worth its jonr- 
ney to Peru.' 

Clara's heart was several degrees lighter, both from 
the pleasure of the meeting and a suggestion of the 
Earl's, upon which she had at once at^ed, and which 
seemed, even as she laid pen to poper, to bring her some- 
what nearer to her brother. 

Her letter arrived at No. 5, on the next Monday 
morning at breakiaBt'timfi. It did not at first attract 
the attention of James. The Sunday exertions bad 
^ain left a mental and physical la^tude, showing how 
much oare and privation had told upon his strength; 
and Isabel's still tardy convaleaoenoe weighed him 
down with anxiety for the iiiture, and abnoat with 
despair, as he thought of the comforta for want of 
which ahe suffered, though so patiently and silently 
dispensing with them. To his lurther vexation, he 
had, on the previouB Saturday, seen Charlotte receiving 
at tiie back-door an amount of meat beyond her orders ; 
and, having checked himself because too angry and 
too much grieved to apeak at once, had reserved the 
reproof for the Monday, when Charlotte brought in 
her book of petty difibaraements. 
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Failing to detect tlie olmoxioos item, he said, 
'Where's the account of tbe meat that oame in oa 
Saturday V 

' Ihere, BIT I' Baid Charlotte, indioating the legitimate 
amxiuut, but blushing Tiolently. 

'That was not allT' he said, mbh a look of Btem iu- 
terrogation. 

' Oh ! if you please, sir, that 'waa riothing 1' 

' This will not do, Charlotte 1 I can have nothing 
taken into my house without being paid lor. I insist 
on knowing what you could meani' 

' Oh, air I' tearfully exclaimed the girl, " it ia paid 
for — m show you the account, if you vrill — with my 
own money. I'd not have had you hear of it for the 
world ; but I could not bear that nurse's inslQuations 
about her meat five times a-day — she that sever nursed 
nothing like a real lady before ! But I meant no harm, 
air; and I hope you'll excuse the liberty, for I did not 
mean to take none ; and I'm sure Pm quite contented 
for my own part, nor never meant to complain.' 

' I know you did not, Charlotte ! You are only too 
patient and kind-—' But his voice broke down, and 
he was forced silently to sign to her to leave him. 

'Can humiliation go farther!' he thought. 'My 
boaated independence ending in this poor, faithflil ser- 
vant being stung, by the sneers of this hired woman, 
into eking out her scanty meala with her own inauffi- 
cient wages!' 

little Catharine, who had been ga^g vitii dilated 
black eyee, came scrambling on his knee to caress him, 
perceiving that he was grieved. 

' Ah I Kitty, Kitty 1' he said, ' it ia well that you 
are too yoimg to f^I these troubles !' 

' Papa ! letter ! ' cried Kitty, waving the unregarded 
letter in the triumph of discovery, 

' The Keverend James Frost.' It was the writing 
formed by his own oopies, which he could not see with- 
out a sharp pang of aelf-reproach for cruel injustice 
and nnkindness. 
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Kitty did down with tte empty envelope to act 
reading to the twins, whom she caught by tvims as 
they crawled away, and set up straight before her. 
Her operationB and their remonstrances, though as iOud 
as they were inarticolate, passed utterly unheard and 
unheeded by tlieir iatlier, as he read : — 



< Ht deabebi Jakes, — As a mere matter of honesty 
and justice, I may venture to write to you. Ton 
always accepted from dear grandmammft the income 
from the money in the Stocks. I did not know that 
half of it has since come to me, till Lord Ormersfield 
pud me this last year's dividend ; and if yon will not 
have his enclosed cheque for it, put it in the fire, for 
I will never have it in any form. It is not my unde'a, 
but my own ; and if you would make me very happy, 
write to me here. You must not suppose that I am 
trying to buy a letter ; but I look on this as yours, 
and I thought you had it till Lord Ormersfield told me 
about it. We met him and Louis quite unexpectedly — 
the best thing that has happened to me for years, 
though they told me much that grieves me exceedingly — 
but I cannot write about it till I know that I may. 
Tell me of dear Isabel and the babes. My heart yearns 
after them ! it would leap up at the sight of a stone 
&om the Terrace 1 

' Tour ever affectionate 



His first impulse was, as though he feared to repent, 
to turn to his desk, the tears of feefmg still in his eyes, 
and dash off these words : — 

' Tour bounty, my dearest sister, is scarcely less wel- 
come than the forgiving spirit which prompted it. I 
will not conceal that I was sorely in need of means to 
supply Isabel with the comforts that she requires. 
That your affection can survive my treatment last 
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yeftr, mafeeB me equally grateM to 70U and aslmmed 
of what then took place.' 

He scarcely du«d to look upon those pliraees. 
Great as were hie needs, and kindly as the proffer 
was made, it was new and painful to him to lie 
under any anch obligation, and fae could hardly bend 
his spirit to know that never again should he be able 
to feel that he had never been beholden for money to 
a living creature. And while he felt it due to his 
aiater to own the full extent of the benefit, he weighed 
his words as he wrote on, lest the simplest &ots should 
look like a craving for further assistance. 

Charlotte came up to remove the breakfast, and he 
looked up to give an order for some nourishing dainty 
for her mistress, adding, 'What did that mutton come 
to 1 Ko, I am not displeased with you, but Miss Clara 
has sent me some money.' 

His assurance was needed, for Charlotte went down 
thinking she had DBver seen master look so stem. He 
had spoken &om a sense that the truth was due to the 
generous girl j but each word had been intense pain. 
He wrote on, often interrupted by little riots among 
the children, and finally hy a sharp contention, th« 
twins having possessed themselves of a paper-knife, 
which Kitty, with precocious notions of discipline, con- 
sidered as forbidden ; and little Mercy was rapped 
over the fingers in the struggle. The roar brought 
down interference, and Kitty fell into disgrace j but 
when, after long persuasion, she was induced to yield 
the paper-cutter, kiss and make Mends, Mercy, instead 
of embracing, locked her fingers into her dark curls, 
and tugged at them in a way so opposite to her name, 
that all Kitty's offence was forgotten in her merit for 
stopping her scream half-way at the sight of her father's 
uplifted finger, and his whisper of ' Poor mamma !' 

That life of worry and baby squabbles, the reflection 
of hia own faulte, was bard to bear ; and with a feeling 
of seeking a refuge, when the two little ones bad &llen 
into their noonday sleep, and were left with their 
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mother to the care of good Miss Mercy, he set ont foe 
BOme parish work at Ormersfield, etill taking with him 
little Kitty, whose quicksilver oatare wotild never 
relieve her elders by a siesta. 

He was airaid to speak to Isabel Tintil he Bhonld 
have composed himself j and, harassed and weary in 
spirits Bad in frame, he walked slowly, very sore at the 
domestic discovery, and scarcely feeling the diminution 
of the immediate pressure in tLe new sense of degrade 
tion. He could own that it was merited, and was 
arguing with himself that patience and gratitude were 
the nealful proofe that the evil temper had been ex- 
pelled. He called back his thankfalness for his wife's 
safety, his children's health, the constancy of his kind 
friends, and the undeserved ardour of his young sister's 
affection, as well as poor little Charlotte's unselfish- 
ness. The hard exasperated feeling that once enve- 
nomed every favour, and barbed every dart that 
wounded him, was gone ; he could own the loving 
kindness bestowed on him, both from Heaven and by 
man, and b^an to find peace and repose in culling the 
low fragrant blossoms which cheered even the Valley 
of Humiliation. 

He tnmed down the shady lane, overhung by the 
beech-trees of Mr. Calcott's park ; and as he liiled 
Kitty in his arms to show her the robin-redbreast, he 
did not feel out of tune with the bird's sweet autumnal 
notes, nor with the child's merry little voice, but each 
refreshed his worn and contrite spirit. 

The sound of hoo& approaching made him turn his 
head; and while Kitty announced ' horse 1' and ' man 1' 
he recognised Mr. Calcott, and felt abashed, and 
willing to find a retreat from the meeting ; but there 
was uo avoiding it, and he expected, as usual, to be 
passed with a bow; but the Squire slackened his pace 
as he overtook him, Eind called out, good-humouredly, 
' Ha, Mr. Frost, good morning' (once it would have 
been Jem). * I always know you by the little lady on 
your shoulder. I was intending to call on yon this 
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aftemoon on a little business; bnt if you will step up 
to the house with me, I shall ho muoh obliged.' 

James's heart beat thick with undefined hope ; but, 
after all, it might be only to witness some paper. 
After what hod occurred, and Mrs. Calcott considering 
herself affronted by Isabel, bare oirility was forgive- 
iieoe ; and he walked up the drive with the Squire, who 
had dismounted, and was inquiring with cordial kind- 
ness for Mrs. Frost, yet with a little awkwardness, as 
if uncertain on what terms they stood, more as if he 
himself were to blame than the young clergyman. 

Arriving at the house, James answered for his little 
girl'g absence of shyness, and she was turned over to 
the Miss Calcotta, while the Squire conducted him to 
the study, and b^an with hesitation and something of 
apology — ' It had atmok him— it was not worth much 
■~-ie hardly liked to propose it, and yet till something 
better should turn up — anything was better than 
doing nothing.' To which poor James heartily agreed. 
The board of guardians, where Mr. Calcott presided, 
were about to elect a chaplain to the union workhouse ; 
the salary would be only fifty pounds, but if Mr. Frost 
would be willingto offer himself it would be a great bless- 
ing to the inmates, and there would be no opposition. 

Mr. Calcott, making the proposal from siacere good- 
will, but with some dread how the Pendragon blood 
would receive it, was absolutely astounded by the effect. 

Fifty pounds additional per annum was a boon only 
ia be appreciated after such a pinchii^ year as the past; 
the gratitude for the old Squire's kind pardon was so 
strong, and the blessing of re-admission to pastoral work 
touched him so deeply, that, in his weakened aud 
dejected state, he could not restrain his tears, nor for 
some moments utter a word. At last he said, ' Oh, 
Mr, Calcott, I have not deserved this at your hands' 

' There, there,' said the Squire, trying to laugh it oft, 
though he too became husky, ' say no more about it. 
It is a poor thing, and can't be made better ; but it 
will be a real kindaesa to ua to look after the place.' 
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' Let me eay thoa much,' said James, ' for I cannot 
be at peace UIl I have done so — I am aware that I 
acted unjnstifiably in that whole afioir, both when 
elected and diEmiaaed.' 

' No, no, don't let'a go over that again 1' said Mr. 
Galcott, in dread of a scene. ' An over-ardent &iend 
may be a miafortune, and you ipere very young. Not 
that I woold have token your resignation if it had 
been left to me, but the world is grown mighty tender. 
I dare aay you never flogged a boy like what I undN> 
went fifty years ago, and was the better for it;' and 
he launched into some frightful old-world stories of the 
like inflictions, hoping to lead away from personalities; 
but James was resolved to say wluit was on his mind. 
' It was not severity,' he said, ' it was temper. I richly 
deserved some portion of the rebuke, and it would have 
been well for me if that same temper had allowed me 
to listen to you, sir, or to reason.' 

' Well,' said Mr. Calcott, kindly, ' you think very 
rightly about the matter, and a man of aix-and-twenty 
has time to be wiser, as 1 tell Mrs. Calcott, when 
Sydney treats us to some of his theories. And now 
you have said your say, you must let me say mine, and 
that is, that there are very few young couples — aye, or 
old ones — who would have had the sense to go on as 
you are doing, fighting it ont in your own neighbour- 
hood without nonsense or &lse shame. I honour you 
and Mrs. Frost for it, both of you !* 

James coloured deeply. He could have found com- 
mendation an impertinence, but the old Squire was a 
sort of patriarch in the county, and appreciation of 
Isabel's conduct must give him pleasure. He stammered 
something aboutherhavingheldupwonderfully,and the 
salary being an immense relief, and then took refuge in 
matter-of-fect inquiries on his intended functions. 

This lasted till nearly half-past one, and Mr. Calcott 
insisted on his staying to luncheon. He found the 
ladies greatly amused with their little guest — a veiy 
small, but extremely forward and spirited child;. not at 
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all pretty, with het brown skin and womanly eyes, but 
lookingmost thoroughly alady,eTeD in her little brown- 
bolland Irock, and white BUD-bonnet, her mamma's great 
aohievement. Neither shy nor sociable, she had allowed 
no one to touch her, but had entrenched herself in a comer 
behind a chair, throughUie back of which she anawered 
all ciTilities, with mor^ielf-possesaion than distinctness, 
and convulsed the party with laughing, when they 
asked if she could play at bo-peep, by replying that 
' the children did.' She sprang from her place of refuge 
to his knee as soon as he entered, and oooupied that 
post all luncheon time, comporting herself with great 
diaoretiou. There was something touching in the aight 
of the tenderness of the young father, taking off her 
bonnet, and settling her straggling curls with no un- 
aconatomed hands; and Mrs. Ualcott's heart was moved, 
as she remarked his worn, almost bo|]owcheeks,hiseyes 
stilt quick, but sunk and softened, his figure spare and 
thin, and even his drees not without signs of poverty; 
and she began making kind volunteers of calling on 
Mrs. Frost, nor were these received as once they would 
have been. 

'He is the only young man,' said Mr. Calcott, stand- 
ing before the fira, with his lunda behind him, as soon 
as the guest had departed, 'except his cousin at Ormers- 
field, whom I ever knew to confess that he had been 
mistaken. That's the differenoe between them and the 
rest, not excepting your sou Sydney, Mra Caloott.' 

Mamma and sisters cried in chorus, that Sydney had 
no occasion for such confessions. 

The Squire gave his short, dry laugh, and repeated 
tliat * Jem Frost and young Fi'^^ocelyn differed from 
other youths, not in being right but in being wrong.' 

On which topic Mrs. (^oott enlarged, compassion- 
ating poor Mr. Frost with a double quantity of pity 
for his helpless beauty of a fine lady-wife ; chari^bly 
owning, however, that she really seemed improved hy 
her troubles. She should have ttiought better of her if 
she had not kept that smart housemaid, who looked so 
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mnch Above her station, and whom the hoiise]cee3>er had 
met rnnnimg about the haxee in the dark, tlie Tety 
night when Mr. Froet was so ilL 

' Pshaw 1 my dear,' said her husband, ' cannot 70a let 
people be judges of their own afiaira 1' 

It was what he had said on the like occasions for the 
last thirty years ; bat Mrs. Calcbtt was aa wise as ever 
in other folks' mattera. 

The fine lady-wife had meanwhile been arraD^ng a 
little surprise for her husband. She was too composed 
to harass herself at his not returning at midday ; she 
knew him and Kitty to be quite capable of taking 
care of each other, and could imagine him detained 
by parish work, and dispoeing of the little maiden 
with Betty Gerras, or some ot^er Ormersfield friend; 
but she had thought him looking &gged and worried ; 
she feared his being as tired as he had been on the 
Sunday, and she could not bear that he should drink 
tea uncomfortably in the study, tormented by the 
children. So she had repaired to the parlour; and 
Misa Mercy, after many remonstiances, had settled her 
there; and when the good little lady had gone home 
to her sister's tea, Isabel lay on the sofii, wrapped in 
her large soft shawl, languidly attempting a little 
work, and feeling the room droary, and herself veiy 
weak, and forlorn, and desponding, as she thought of 
James's haggard face, and the tresh anxieties that would 
be entailed on him if she should become sickly and 
aUing. The tear gathered on her eyelash as she said to 
herself, ' I would not exert myself when I could ; per- 
haps now I cannot, when I would give worlds to lighten 
one of his cares !' And then she saw one little bit of 
furniture standing awiy, in the manner that used so 
often to worry his fiistidious eye; and, in the spirit of 
doing anything to please him, ^e moved acroes the 
room to rectify it, and then eat down in the large easy 
chair, wearied by the slight exertion, and becoming 
even more depressed and hopeless; 'though,' as she 
told herself, ' all is sore to he ordered well. The past 
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etniggle has been good — the Aitare will be good if we 
oaa bnt treat it rightly.' 

Just as the last gleams were &ding on 4^e tops of 
the Ormersfield ooppaoeB, she heard the hall-door, and 
James's footetep; and it was more than the ordinary 
mnsic of his ' coining np tbe stair;' there was a ^ning 
. and life in it that thrilled into her heart, and glanced 
in her eye, as she sat up in her chair, to welcome him 
with no forced amile. 

Asd as he came in with a pleased exclamation, his 
Toice had no longer the thin, worn sound, as if only rft- 
Bolnte resignation prevented peevishuess ; there was a 
cheerfulness and solidity in the tone, as he came fondly 
to her side, regretted having missed her first appear- 
ance, and feared she had been long alone. 

' Oh, no ; bnt I was afraid you would be so tired t 
Carrying Kitty all the way, tool But you look so 
much brighter.' 

' I am brighter,' sud James. ' Two things have 
happened for which I ought to be veiy thankfid. My 
dear, can yoa bear to be wife to the chaplain of the 
Union at fifty pounds a-yeaiV 

'Oh! have you sonietiiitLg to dof cried Isabel; 'I 
am so gladl Now we shall be a little more off your 
mind. And you will do so much good I I hare heard 
Miss Mercy say how much she wished there were 
some one to put those poor people in the right way.' 

' Yea ; I hope that concentrated earnestness of atten- 
tion may do something to make up for my deficiency 
in almost every other qualification,' said James. 'At 
least, I feel some of the importance of the charge, and 
never was anything more welcome.' 

'And how did it happen)' 

' People are more forgiving than I conld have hoped, 
Mr. Oalcott has offered me this, in the kindest way; 
and OS if that were not enough, see what poor little 
Clara says.' 

' Poor little Clara I' said Isabel, reading the letter; 
'yoa don't mean to disappoint her!' 
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' I sbonld be a brute if I did. No ; I wrote to ber 
this morning to tb&nk her for her pardoning spirit.' 

' You should have told me ; I should like to send her 
my love. I am glad she has not quite forgotten us, 
though she mistook the way to her own happiness.' 

' Isabel ! unless I were to transport you to Cbeve- 
leigh a year ago, nothing would persuade yon of my 
utter wrong-headedness.' 

'Nor that, perhaps,' said Isabel, with a calm smile. 

' Not my having brought you to be gratefiil for the 
Union chaplaincy)' 

' Not if you had brought me to the TJnion literally,' 
said Isabel, smiling. ' Indeed, dear James, I think we 
have both been so much the better and happier for this 
last year, that I would not have been without it for 
any consideration ; and if any mistakes on your part 
led to it, they were mistakes on the right side. Don't 
shake your head, for you know they were what only 
a good maxi could have made.' 

* That may be all very well for a wife to believe ]' 
And the rest of the little dispute was concluded, as 
Charlotte came smiling up with the tea. 
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-'bide a itee. 



CHAPTER XVIl. 
'bide a wee.' 



Tempttt, 

THE Fonsonby family were spending the hot season 
at Chorillos, the Peruvian watering-place, an ir- 
regular assembly of cane-built, mud-besmeared ranchoa, 
olose on the shore of the Pacific, with the moimtains 
seeming to rise immediately in the rear. 

They had gone for Mr. Ponsonby's health, and 
Bosita's amusement; and in the latter object they had 
completely succeeded. In her bathing-dress, full trou- 
sers, and a beauti&lly-embroidered blouse, belted at the 
waist, a broad-brimmed straw hat, and her raven hair 
braided in two long tresses, she wandered on the shore 
with many another fair Limenian, or entered the sea 
tinder the protection of a brown Indian ; and, supported 
by matie or gourds, would float for hours together 
among her companions, splashing about, and [Jaying 
all sorts of frolics, like so many mermaids. 

In the evening she returned to more terrestrial joys, 
and arraying herself in some of her infinit« varieties 
of baU-dressee, with flowers and jewels in her hair, 
a tiny Panama hat cooked jauntily on the top of her 
head, and a rich shawl with one end thrown over 
the shoulder, she would step daiatUy out in her black 
satin shoes, with old Xavier in attendance, or some' 
times with Bobson as her cavalier, to meet her fiiendB 
on the beach, or make a call in the lamp-lit corridor 
of some other ranoho. There were innumerable 
balls, dances, and pic-nics to the rich and fertile 
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Tillages and haciendas aroniid, and f^tes of every de- 
scription aJmost eveiy evening; Tiaits to the tombs 
of the old Peruvians, whose graves were often rudely 
and lightly searched for the sake of their curious images 
and golden ornaments. The SeSora declared it -was 
the most loveljr summer she had ever spent, and that 
nothing should induce her to return to Lima while her 
Mends remained there. 

The other ohject, of re-invigorating Mr. Fonsonby, 
had not been attained. He had been ailing for some 
time past, and, instead of deriving benefit from the 
sea-breezes, only missed the comfbrte of home. He 
was so testy and exacting that ]Uary wonid have 
seldom liked to leave him to himself, even if ^e had 
been disposed to lead the life of a fish ; and she was 
seldom away from him, aniesa Bobson came down from 
Lima to transact business with him. 

Mary dreaded these interviews, for her &ther always 
^nerged from them doubly irritable and dispirited; 
And when Rosita claimed the Senor Bobson as her 
knight for her evening promenade, and the father and 
daughter were left alone together, he would blame the 
one lady for going, the other for staying — then draw 
out his papers again, and attempt to go over them, with 
a headalready aching and confused — be angry at Maiy's 
entreaties that he would lay them aside, or allow her 
to help him — and presently be obliged with a sigh to 
desist, and lie back in hie chair, while she &nned him, 
or cooled his forehead with iced water. Yet he was 
alwa^ et^;er and excited for !^bson to come; and a 
delay of a day would put his temper in such a state 
that his wife kept out of his sight, leaving Maiy to 
Boolhe him as she mi^t. 

'Mary,' said her father one evening, when she was 
standing at the window of the corridor, refreshing her 
eye vith gazing at the gloriooa sunset in the midst of 
a pile of crimson and purple clouds, reflected in the 
ocean — ' Mary, Ward is going to New York next week.' 

'Sosooul' S£ud Mary. 



•bide a wee.' 263 

' Aye, and he is coming here to-morrow to see 70a.' 

Mary still looked out with a, sort of interest to see a 
little gold flake change its form, as it traversed a grand 
violet tower. 

'I hope yon will make him » more reasonable 
answer Uian yon did last time,' said her father ; 'it is 
too bad to keep the poor man dangling on at this rate ! 
And such a man !' 

' I am very sorry for it, but I cannot help it,' said 
Mary ; ' no one can be kinder or more forbearing than 
he has been, bnt I wish he wonld look elsewhere.' 

'Bo you have not got that nonsense out of yonr 
head 1' ^telaimed Mr. Ponsonby, with muttered words 
that Mary woaid not hear. ' Ail my fault for ever 
sending you among that crew I Coming between you 
and the beet match in Lima — the best fellow in the 
world — strict enough to content MelifMnt or your mother 
either! What have you to say againtt him, Maryl I 
desire to know that.' ' 

' Nothing, papa,' said Mary, ' except that I wish he 
could make a better choice.' 

' I tell you, you and he were made for each other. 
It is the most provoking thing in the world, that yon 
will go on in this obstinate way ! I can't even ask the 
man to do me a kindness, with havii^ an eye to these 
abominable af&irs; that are all going to the dogs. 
There's old Dynevor left his senses behind him when 
he went off to play the great man in England, writing 
every post for remittances, when he knows what an 
outlay we've been at for machinery; and there's the 
Equatorial Company cutting its own throat at Onaya- 
qujl, and that young fellow up at the San Benito not 
half to be trusted — !Robson can't make out his aecounts; 
and here am I such a wretch that I can hardly tell 
what two and two make; and here's Ward, the very 
fellow to oome in end set all straight in the nick 
of time ; and I can't ank him so much as to took at a 
paper for me, because I'm not to lay myself under an 
obligation.' 
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' But, papa, if our a&ire are not proeperous, it woold 
not be fiurto connect Mr. Ward or Any one with them.' 

'Never yon trouble yoniself about that! You'll 
come in for a pretty fortune of your own, vhateTer 
happens to that abominable cheat of a Company; and 
that might be saved if only I was the man I was, or 
Dynevor was here. If Ward would give us a loan, and 
turn his mind to it, we should be on our legs in an in- 
stant. It is touch and go just now I — I declare, Mary,' 
he broke out again after an interval, ' I never saw any- 
thing BO selfish aa you are ! Lingering and pining on 
about this foolish young man, who has never taken any 
notice of you since you have been out here, and whom 
you bear is in love with another woman — married to 
her very likely by this time — or, maybe, only wishini; 
you were married and out of his way.' 

' I do not believe so,' answered Maiy, stontly. 

' What ! you did not see Oliver's letter firom that 
German place f 

'Tee, I did,' said Mary J 'bnt I know his maimer to 
Clara.' 

' You do 1 You take things coolly, upon my word !* 

' No,' said Mary. ' I know they are like brother and 
sister, and Clara could never hav« written to me as 
she has done, had there been any such notion. Bat 
that is not the point, papa. What I know is, that 
while my feelings are what they are at present, it 
would not be right of me to accept any one ; and so I 
shall tell Mr. Ward, if he is still detennined to see me. 
Fray foi^ve me, dear papa. I do admire and honour 
him very mnch, but I cannot do any more; and I am 
sorry I have seemed pining or discontented, for I tried 
not to be so.' 

A grim gmnt was all the answer that Mr. Fonsonby 
vouchsafed. His conscience, though not his lipa, 
acquitted poor Mary of discontent or pining, as indeed it 
was the uniform cheerfulness of her demeanour that had 
misled him into thinking the unfortunate affair forgotten. 
Heshowednosymptomsof speaking again; and Mary, 
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leaniog back in her chair, had leisure to recover herself 
after the many severe strokes that had been mode at 
her. There was one which she had rebutted valiantly at 
the moment, but which proved to have been a poisoned 
dart — that suggestion that it might be selfish in her 
not to Bet Louis even more tree, hy her own marrit^ ! 

She revolved the probabilities: Clara, formed, guided, 
supported by himself, the companion of hia earlier 
youth, preferred to all others, and by this time, no 
doubl^ developed into all tiiat was admirable. Wha* 
would be more probable than their mutual lovet And 
when Mary went over all the circumstances of her own 
strange courtship, she could not Imt reour to her 
mother's original impression, that Louis had not known 
what he was doing. Those last weeks had made her 
feel rather than believe otherwise, but they were fete 
in the distance now, and he had been so young! It 
was not unlikely that even yet, while believing himself 
faithful to her, his heart was in Clara's keeping, and 
that the news of her marriage would reveal to them 
both, in one rush of happiness, that they were destined 
for each other from the first. 

Mary felt intense pain, and yet a strange thrill of 
joy, to think that Louis might at last be happy. 

She drew Clara's last letter out of her basket, and 
re-read it, in hopes of some contradiction. Clara's 
letters had all hitherto been stiS. She had not been 
acknowledged to be in the secret of Mary's engagement 
while it subsisted, and this occasioned a delicacy in writ- 
ing to her on any subject connected with it ; and so the 
mention of the meeting at the ' Grand Monarque' came 
in tamely, and went off quickly into Lord Ormersfield'e 
rheumatism and Charlemagne's tomb. But the remark- 
able thing in the letter was the unusual perfume of 
happiness that pervaded it ; the conventional itinerary 
was abandoned, and there was a tendency to droll 
sayings — nay, some shafts from a quiver at which 
Mary could guess. She had set all down as the 
exhilaration of Louis's presence, but perhaps that 
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ezMlaration vaa to a degree in wluch ehe alone oould 
■TmiMthize. 

Mary was no daf-^reamer; aod yet, ere Rosita'a 
ntin ahoe was on the threshold, she had indulged in 
the melancholy &bric of a oaatle at Ormerafield, in 
wiaoii fhe had no ihare, except the consciousness that 
it had been her aelf-sacrifice that had given Louis at 
last the felicity for 'which he was so well fitted. 

But at night, in her strange little room, lying in her 
hammock, and looking up through her one unglazed 
window, high up in the roo^ to the stars that slowly 
travelled aoroaa the space, she came back to a more 
collected opinion. She had no right to sacrifice Mr. 
Ward as weU ae herself. Louis could not be more free 
than she had made him already; and it would be doing 
evil that good might come, to accept the addreasea of 
one man while she oould not detach her heart from 
another. ' Have I ever really tried yet f she thought. 
'Perhaps I am punishing him and poor Mr. Ward, 
because, as papa says, I have languished, and have 
never tried in earnest to wean my thoughts &om him. 
He was the one precious memory, besides my dear 
mother, and she never thought it would come to good. 
He will turn out to have been constant to Olara all the 
time, though he did not know it.' 

Even if Mr. Ponsouby had been in fall health, he 
would have had no inclination to spare Mary the 
conversation with Mr. Ward, who took his hot nine 
miles' ride fi-om Lima in the early morning, before 
the shadow of the mountains had been drawn up 
from the arid barren slope leading to Chorilloa 

He came in time for the late breakfest, whrai the 
table was loaded with various beautiful tropical fruits, 
tempting after his ride, and in his state of suspense. 
He talked of hia journey, and of his intended ah- 
eenoe, and his regret, in a manner half mechanical, 
half dreamy, which made Mary quite sorry for him ; 
it was melancholy for a man of his age to have fixed so 
many fond hopes where disappointment was in stoie 
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for him. She wished to deal as kindly with him Eta 
she could, and did not shrisk away when her father 
left them, mattering something about a lett«r, and 
Bosita went to take her siesta. 

With anxious diffidence he ventured to ask whether 
she remembered what had passed between tbem on the 
San Benito mountain. 

' 7es, Mr. Ward ; bnt I am afraid I do not think 
differently now, in spite of all your kindness.' 

Poor Mr. Ward's conntenance underwent a change, 
as if he had hoped more. ' Tonr father had given me 
reason to trust,' he said, ' that you had recovered your 
spirits ; otherwise I should busily have presum^ to 
intrude on you. And yet, before so long an absence, 
you cannot wonder that I longed to hear something 
decisive.' 

' Indeed I wished what I said before to be decisive. 
I 8m very sorry to give pain to one so mnoh tinder 
than I deserve, and to whom I look up so muoh ; 
bat yon see, Mr, Ward, I cannot say what is untrue.' 

'Miss Ponsonby,' said Mr, Ward, ' I think you may 
be acting on a most noble but mistaken view. I can 
well believe that what you have once experienced you 
can never feel agtun. That would be more than I 
should dare to ask. My own feeling for you is such 
that I beUeve I should be able to rejoice in hearing of 
the fulfilment of your happiness, in yonr own way; 
but since there seems no such probability, cannot you 
grant me what you can still give, which would be 
enough to ctiuse me the greatest joy to vrhtch I have 
ever aspired ; and if my most devoted affection conld 
be any sufficient return, you know that it is yours 
already,' 

The grave earnestness with which he apoke went to 
Mary's heart, and the tears came into her eyes. She 
felt it almost wrong to withstand a man of so much 
weight and worth; but she spoke steadily — 'This is 
very kind — very k^d indeed ; but I do not feel as if 
it wonld be right,' 



268 dyHevoe tebsace. 

'Will yon not let me bo the judge of what will 
xatisfy me 1' 

' You canaot judge of my feelings, Mr. Ward. YoiJ 
must believe me that, with all my esteem and grati- 
tude, I do not yet fael as if I ^ould be acting r^htly 
byyonorby any one elsegiinder my present sentimentB.' 

' You do not yrf feelf 

Mary felt that the word was a mistake. ' I do not 
think I ever shall,' she added. 

' Yott will not call it persectition, if I answer that 
perhaps I may make the venture once more,' he said. 
' I shall live on that word ' yet' while I am at New 
York. I will tease you no more now ; but remember 
that, though I am too old to expect to be a young lady's 
first choice, I never saw the woman whom I coold 
love, orof whom I could feel so sure that she would bring 
a blessing with her; and I do believe that, if you 
would trust me, I could make you happy. Therel I 
ask no answer. I only shall think of my return next 
year, and not reckon on that. I know you will tell 
me whatever is trua' He preeaedher hand, and would 
fain have smiled reassuringly. 

He took leave much more kindly than Maiy tfaotight 
she deserved, and did not appear to be in tow spirits. 
She feared that she had raised unwarrantable hopes ; 
but the truth was, that Mr. Fonsonby had privately 
assured him that, though she could not yet believe it, 
poor girl 1 the young man in England would be married 
before many months were over to old Dynevor's nieoej 
There would be no more difficulty by the time he came 
back, for she liked him heartily already, and was a 
sensible girl. 

So Mr. Ward departed, and Maiy was relieved^ 
^though she missed his honest manly homt^, and 
sound wise tone of thought, where she had so few to 
love or lean on. She thought that she ought to try 
to put herself out of the way of her cousins at home 
as much as possible, and so she did not try to make 
time to write to Clara ; and time did not come un< 
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when they retiuned to lima, he engrossed her care 
almost entirely, while his yonng wife continued her 
gaieties, and Mary had reason to think the saya y mcmto 
diBguiee was frequently donned ; but it was bo mueh 
the custom of ladies of the same degree, that Mary 
tliought it neither deeirable nor likely to be effectual 
to inform her father, and incite him to interfere. She 
devoted herself to hia comfort, and endeavoured to 
think as little as she heard of English cousins. 

There was not much to hear. Ailer returning 
home quite well, Lord Ormersfield was laid up again 
by the first cold winds, and another summer of German 
In^mneos was in store for him and Lonis. Lady Con- 
way had taken a cott^e in the Isle of Wight, where 
Walter, having found the Christmas holidays very dull, 
and shown that he could get ii\to mischief as well 
without Delaford as with him, she Bent him off in a 
sort of honourable captivity to James and Isabel, ex- 
pecting that he would find it a great punishment. 
Instead of this, the change from luxury to their hard 
life Beem.ed to hint a sort of pio-nic. He enjoyed the 
'fiin' of the waiting on themselves; had the freedom 
of Ormenifield park for sport; and at home, hia sister, 
whom he had always loved and respected more than 
any one else. James had time to attend to him, and to 
promote all his better tastes and feelings ; and above 
all, he lost his heart to hia twin nieces. It was ex- 
ceedingly droll to see the half qnarrelaome coquetries 
between the three, and to hear Walter's grand views 
for the two little maidens as soon as he should be of 
age. James and Louis agreed that there could not be 
much harm in him, while he could conform so happily 
to such a way of life. Everything is comparative, and 
the small increase to James's income had been sufficient 
to relieve him from present pinching and anxiety in 
the seale of life to which he and Isabel had become 
habituated. His chaplaincy gave full employment for 
heart and head to a man so energetic and earnest; he 
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felt huoself naeful there, and threv himself into ii with 
all his soul ; and, what was more wonderful, he had 
never jet quarrelled with the guardians ; and the 
master told Mr. Calcott that he bad heard Mr. Frost 
was a fieiy geotlemao, but be bad always seen bin t 
partioularly gentle, especially with the children ia 
BchooL The old women could never say enough in his 
praise, and doated on the little brown tturj who often 
accompanied him. 

There was plenty to be done at home-4ittle luxury, 
and not much rest; bat Isabel's strength and qxrits 
seemed a match for all, in her own serene qniet way, 
and the days passed very happily. 

Charlotte had a workhouse girl under her, who 
neither ate nor broke so vehemeatly as her predecessor. 
One nigbt, when Charlotte sat mending and singing in 
the nursery, the girl came plodding up in her heavy 
shoes, saying, ' There's one wanting to see ye below.' 

'One 1 Who can it be P cried Charlotte, her heart 
bounding at the tboi^ht of a denouement to her ows 
romance, 

' He looks like a gentleman,' said the girl, 'and he 
wanted not to see master, but Miss Arnold most par- 
ticniar.' More hopes for Charlotte. She had nearly 
made one bound downstairs, bnt waited to lay awful 
commands on the girl not to leave the children on no 
account ; then flew down, pausing at the foot of the 
stairs to draw herself up, and remember dignity and 
maidenliness. Alas for her hopes! ItwasDelaford! His 
whiskers still were sleek and curly; he still had a grand 
air ; but his boots were less polished — bis hat had lost 
the gloss — and he looked somewhat the worse for wear.. 

Poor Charlotte started back as if she had seen a wild 
beast in her Idtohen. She had heard of his dishoneety, 
and her thoughts flew distractedly to her spoons, mur- 
der, and the children. And here he was advancing 
gracefully to take her hand. She jumped back, and 
esclaimed, faintly, ' Mr. Delaford, please go away I I 
can't think what you come here for 1' 
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' Ah ! I see, you have listened to the voioe of un- 
kind ecanda],' stud Mr. Delaford. ' I have been un- 
fortunate, Miss Arnold — unfortunate and misunder- 
stood — guilty neTer. On the brink of quitting for 
evor an nngratefal country, I could not deny myself 
the last sad satisfactioa of Yisiting the spot 'where my 
brightest hours have been passed ;' and he looked so 
pathetic, that Charlotte felt her better sense melting, 
and spoke in a hurry — 

' Please don't, Mr. Delaford, I've had enough of all 
that. Please go, and take my beet wishes, as long aa 
you don't come here, for I know all about you.' ■ 

But the intruder only put his hand upon his heart, 
and declared that he had been misrepresented ; and let 
a oruel world think of him as it might, there was one 
breast in whioh he could not bear that a false opinion 
of him shonld prevail. And therewith be reached a 
chair, and Charlotte found herself seated and listening 
to him, nether believing, nor wishing to believe him, 
longing that he voold take himself away, but bewil- 
dered by bis rhetorio. In the first place, he had been 
hastily judged ; he had perhaps yielded too much to Sir 
Walter — but youth, ifec. ; and when Lady Conway's 
means were in his hands, it bad seemed better — he 
knew now that it had been a weakness, but so he had 
judged at the time — to supply the young gentleman's 
little occasions, than to make an Sdal. Moreover, if he 
had not been the most nufortiinate wretch in the world, 
a few lucky hits woxdd have enabled him to restore the 
whole before Lord Fit^ocelyn hurried on the inquiry; 
but the young gentleman thought he acted for the beat, 
and Mr. Del^ord magnanimously forgave him. 

Charlottecouldnotfollowthrough half the labyrinth; 
and sat pinching the comer of her apron, with a vague 
idea that perhaps he was not so bad as was supposed; 
but what would happen if her master should find liim 
there t She never looked up, nor made any answer, 
till he bc^pui to give her a piteous account of his con- 
dition; how he did not kmow where to turn, nor 
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Trhat to do ; and wbs gradually beginning to s^ off 
his ' little wardrobe to pnrcliase the necessaries of life.' 
Then the contrast b^aa to tell on her soft heart, and 
she looked up with a sound of compassion. 

In the wreck of his fortunes and hopes, he had 
thought of her ; he knew she had too generous a spirit 
to crush a wretch trodden down by adverMty, who had 
loved her truly, and who had once had some few hopes 
of requital Those were, alas 1 at an end ; yet still he 
saw that ' woman, lovely woman, in our hours of ease' — 
And here he stiunbled in his qnotation'j but the &ct 
was, that his hopes being Uasted in Eogland, he had de- 
cided on trying his fortnne in another hemisphere; 
but^ unibrtunately, he had not even sufficient means to 
pay for a passiage of the humblest description, and if 
he could venture to entreat for a— -in fact, a loan — it 
should be most faithfully and gratefully restored the 
moment the £ckle goddess should Bmile on him. 

Charlotte felt a gleam of joy at the prospect of 
getting rid of him on any terms. She belonged to a 
class who seldom find the golden mean in money mat- 
ters, being either exceedingly close and saving or else 
lavish either on themselves or other people. Giood old 
Jane had never succeeded in saving ; all her halfpence ' 
went to the beggars, and all her silver melted into 
halipenoe, or into little presents ; and on the receipt of 
her wagee, she always rushed off to the shop like a 
ohild with a new shilling. Beading had given Char- 
lotte a few theories on the subject, but her practice 
had not gone far. She always meant to put into the 
savings' bank ; but hiring books, and daintiness, though 
not finery, in drees, had prevented her means from 
ever amounting to a sum, in her opinion, worth secur- 
ing. The spirit of economy in the household had so 
far infected her that she had, in spite of her small 
wages, more in hand than ever before; and when she 
fonnd what Mr. Delaford wanted, a strange mixture of 
feelings actuated her. She pitied the change in his 
fortunes; she could not but be softened by his flat- 
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tering sayings, — she could not bear that he ehoald not 
have another chance of retrieving his character, — she 
Imew she had trifled unjustifiably with his feelings, if 
be had any, — and she hiid a Benae of being in foolt. 
And ao the little maiden ran upetairs, peeped into her 
red'leather vork-boz, putted out her bead-purse, and 
extracted therefrom three bright gold sovereigns, and 
ran downstairs again, trembling at her own venture- 
somenees, a&aid that their voices might be heard. She 
pat the whole before Delaford, sajring — 

' There — that is all that lays in my power. Don't 
mention it, pray. Now, please go, and a happy jour- 
ney to you.' 

How she wished his acknowledgments and faithful 
promiees were over 1 He did hint something about 
refreshment, bread-and-cheese and beer, &re wtiich he 
used to despise as ' decidedly low ;' but Charlotte was 
obdurate here, and at last he took his leave. There 
stood the poor, foolish, generous little thing, raking out 
the last embers of tlie kitchen fire, oonacious that 
she had probably done the ailtiest action of ber life, 
very much aahamed, anda&aid of any one knowing it; 
and yet strangely light of heart, as if she bad done 
something to atone for the past permiaaiun ttiat she 
had granted him to play with her vanity. 

' Some day she might tell Tom alt about it, and she 
did not think he would be angry, for he knew what it 
was to have nowhere to go, and to want to try for one 
more diano&' 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 



Still on tby golden itorea intent ; 
Th; auiniDer in beeping utd hoarding is apenV 
Wbal tby winter will osTer enjoy. 

SODTHBT. 

'OTITOH 1 Btitch r swd James Frcwt, entering the 
kj nursery on ft fine August evening, ftnd finding 
his wife with the last beanu of sunshine glistening on 
her black braids of hair, as she sftt singing and working 
beside the oot where slept, all tossed and rosy, the 
yearling child. ' Btitch ! atitch ! If I could but do 
needlework I' 

'Ah I' said Isabel, playfully, lifting np a sweeter 
face than had erer been admired in i^aa Conway; ' if 
you will make your kittens such little romps, what 
would you have but mending 1' 

'Is it my fault t I am very wny I entailed such a 
business on you. You were at that irock when I went 
to evening prayers at the Union, and it is not mended 
yet.' 

■ Almost ; and see what a perfect performanoe it ia, 
all the spots joinii^ as if they had never been rent 
I never was bo proud of anything as of my mending 
oapabihties. B^des, I have not been doing it all the 
time : this naughty little Fanny was in such a laughing 
mood, that she would neither sleep herself nor let the 
rest do bo; and Kitty rose up out of her crib, and 
lectured us alL Now, don't wake them — no, you must 
not even kiss the twin clierries ; for if they have one of 
papa's riots, they will hardly sleep all night.' 

' Then you must take me away; it is like going into 
a flower-garden, and being told not to gather.' 
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' Charlotte is almost read; to come to them, and in 
the meantime here is something for you to critloiae,' 
s^d she, taking &om the receea of her matronly work> 
basket a paper with a pencilled poem, on the Martyrs 
of Cartht^, &r more terse and expressive than any- 
thing she naed to write when oomposition was the 
object of the day. James read and commented, and 
was disappointed when they broke off short — 

' Ah I there baby woke.' 

' Some day I shall give you a subject. Do you know 
how Stik Franoesca Bomana found in letters of gold the 
verae of the Psabn she had been reading, and firom 
which she had beea five times called away to attend 
to her household duties 1' 

' I thought you were never to pity me again — ' 

' Do you coll that pitying you I' 

' Worse,' said Isabel, smiling. 

' Well, then, what I came for waa to aek if you oss 
put on your bonnet, and take a walk in the lanes this 
lovely evening.' 

A walk was a rare treat to tJie busy mother, and, 
with a look of delight, she consented to leave her 
niending and her children to Chariotta There seldom 
were two happier beings than that pair.as they wandered 
slowly, arm-in-arm, in the deep green lanes, in the 
summer twilight, taltdng sometimes of the present, 
sometimes of the future, but with the desultwy, vague 
epecnlation of those who feared httle because they 
kaew how little there was to fear. 

' It is well they are all girls,' said James, speaking 
of that constant topic, the children ; ' we can manage 
their education pretty well, I flatter' mys^ by the 
help of poor Clara's finishing govecness, as Louis used 
to call you.' 

' If the edge of my attainments be not quite rusted 
off. Meantime, you teaeh Kitty, and I teach nothing.' 
'You don't lose your singing. Your voice never 
used to be so sweet.' 

' It keeps the children good.. Bat you should have 
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Been Kitty chauatiog £dtnn and Angelina to tbe 
twins this morning, and getting up an imitation of 
crying at ' turn Angelina, ever dear,' because, elie said, 
Charlotte always did.' 

' That is worth ^rritii^ to tell Fitzjocelyn I It wHl 
be a great disappointment if they have to stay abroad 
all this winter; but he seems to think it the only 
chance of his &ther getting thoroughly veil, so I sup- 
pose there is little hope of him. I sliould lite for him 
to see Kitty as she is now, she is bo excesaively droll !' 

' Yes ; and it mnst be a great deprivation to have to 
leave all his &rm to itself, just aa it is looking so well ; 
only he makes himself happy with whatever he is 
doing.' 

' How he would enjoy this evening ! I never saw 
more perfect rest 1' 

' Tes ; — the sounds of the town come through the 
ur in a buah I and the very star seems to twinkle 
quietly !' 

They stood still without speaking to enjoy that 
sense of stillness and reireshment, looking up through. 
the chestnut boughs that overshadowed the deep dewy 
lane, where there was not air enough even to waft 
down the detached petals of the wild rose. 

' Such moments as these must be me4nt to help one 
on,' said James, ' to hinder daily life from running into 
drudgery.' 

' And it is so delightful to hicve a holiday given, now 
and then, Instead of having a life all holiday. Ah ! 
there's a glow-worm — ^look at the wonder of that green 
lamp!' 

' I must show it to Kitty,' said James, taking it up 
on a cushion of moss. 

'Her acquaintance will begin earlier than mine. 
Do yon remember showing me my first glow-worm at 
Beaucbastel 1 I used to think that the gem of my 
walks, before I knew better. It is a great treat to 
have poor Walter here in the holidays, so good and. 
pleasant; but I must say one charm is the pleasure of 
being alone together afterwards.' ^,. 
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' A. pleasure it is 'well you do not get tired of, my 
dear, and I am afraid it vlll soon be over for the pre- 
sent. I do believe that is Hichardson behind via I Au 
attorney amoDg the glow-'worms is more than I ex- 

'Oood evening, air,' said the attorney, coming up 
with them; 'is Mrs. Frost braving the dewl' And 
then, after some momenta, ' Have you heard from your . 
sister lately, Mr. Froat V 

' About three weeks ago,' 

' She did not mention then,' said Mr. Kichardson, 
heaitating, ' Mr. Dynevor'a health 1' 

' No 1 Have you heard anything V 

' I thought you might wish to be aware of what I 
learnt &om, I fear, too good authority. It appears 
that Mr. Dynevor paid only a part of the purchase- 
money of the estate, giving security for the rest on hia 
proptoiiy in Peru ; and now, owing to the failure of the 
Equatorial Steam Navigation Company, Mr. Dynevor 
i^ I fear, actually insolvent.' 

' Did you say he was ill V 

' I heard mentioned severe illness — paraljrtio affec- 
tion ; but as you have not heard from Miss Clara, I 
hope it may be of no importEince.' 

After a few more inquiries, and additional informa- 
tion being elicited, good-nights were exchanged, and 
Mr. Biohardson passed on. At first neither spoke, 
till Isabel said — 

' And Clara never wrote !' 

' She wonld identify herself too much with her 
uncle in his misfortune. Poor dear child I what may 
she not be undergoing !' 

' Youwill goto her)' 

'I must. Whether my uncle will forgive me or 
not, to Clara I must go. Shall I write first T 

' Ob ! no ; it will only make a delay, and your uncle 
might say ' don't come.' ' 

' Eight ; delay would prolong her perplexities. I 
will go to-morrow, and Mr. Holdsworth will see to the 
workhouse people.' 
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His alert air showed how grateful w«b any excuse 
ttiat oonld take him to Clara, the impnlae of brotherly 
love coming uppeimoat of aH his eeuaations. Then 
came pity for the poor old man whose cherished 
design had thus crombled, and the anxious wonder 
whether he wonld forgive^ and deign to accept ^m- 
pftthy from bis nephew. 

' Uy dear,' said James, doubtfolly ; ' sappoain^ what 
I hardly dare to imagine, that he ^ould consent what 
ahonld you. nay to mj bringing bim here V 

' I believe it wonld make yon happy,' said Lwbel. 
' Oh ! yes, pray do — and then we should have Clara.' 

' I should rejoice to offer anything like reparation, 
though I do not dare to hope it will be granted ; and 
I do not know how to aek you to break up the home 
comfort we have prised so much.' 

' It will be all the better comfort for yonr mind 
being folly at eaac; and I am sure we should deeerve 
none at aU, if we shot onr door agunst him now that 
he is in distress. Toa must bring him, poor old man, 
and I will try with all my might to behave well to 
him.' 

' It ia a mere chance ; but I am glad to take your 
coaaent with me. As to our affording it, I sup- 
pose he may have, at the worst, an allowance from 
the creditors; so you will not have to retrench any- 

' Don't talk of that, dearest. We never knew how 
little we could live on till we tried j and if So. 12 is 
token, and you are paid for the new edition of the lec- 
tures, and Walter's pay besides — ' 

'And Sir' Hubert,' added James. 

' Of course we shall get on,' said Isabel ' I am not 
in the least afraid that the little girls will suffer, if they 
do live a little harder for the sake of their old un<de, I 
only wish you had had your new black coat first, for X 
am afraid you won't now.' 

' You need not reckon on that. I don't expect that I 
shall be allowed the comfort of doing anything for hif" , 
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But see about them I must. Oh, may I not be too 

latel' 

Early the next moraing James vas on hia vay, 
traTellmg through the long bright summer day; and 
when, after the close, stifling railway carriage, fiJl of 
rough, loud-Toioed pasaengers, he found himself in tiie 
oool of the evening on the bare heath, where the 
slanting sunbeams cast a red light, he was reminded by 
every object that met his eye of the harsh and rebel- 
lious sensations that he had allowed to reign over him 
at his last arrival there, which had made him wrangla 
over the bier of one so loving and beloved, and exag- 
gerate the right till it wore the aemblance of the 

By the time he came to the village, the parting light 
was shining on the lofty church tower, rising above 
the turmoil and whirl of the darkening world below, 
almost as sacred old age had lifted his grandmother 
into perpetual peace and joy, above the fret and' vexa- 
tion of earthly oaree and di^neions. The recolleotiou 
of her confident trust that reconciliation was in store, 
came to cheer him as be crossed the park, and the 
aspect of the house assured him that at least he was 
not again too late. 

The servant who answered the bell said that Mr. 
Bynevor was very ill, and Miss Bynevor oould see no 
one. Jamea sent in his card, and stood in an agony 
of impatience, imagining all and more than all he 
deserved, to have taken place— his uncle either dying, 
or else forcibly withholduig his lister frimi binL 

At last there was a hui-ried step, and the brother 
and sister were clasping each other in speechless joy. 

' O Jem ! dear Jem ! this is so kind I' cried Olara, 
as with arms round each other tb^ crossed the haU. 
' Now I don't care for anything 1' 

' My uncle f 

'Much better,' said Olara; 'he speaks quite well 
again, and his foot is. less numb,* 

' Was it paralysis )' 
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' Yea ; broiight on by trouble and worry of mind. 
Bot how did you know, Jem T 

' Ricbordeon told me- Oh, Clan, had I offended too 
deeply for yoa to summon me )' 

' No, indeed,' said Clara, pressing his arm, ' I knew 
yon would help ns as &r as you oould; but to throw our^ 
selves on you would be robbing the children, ao I 
wasted to have something fixed before you heard.' 

' My poor child, what could be fixed T 

'Tou gave me what is better than house and land,' 
Bud Clara. 'I wrote to Miss Brigham; she will give 
me employment in the school till I can find a place as 
daily governess, and she ia to take lodgings for us.' 

' And is this what it has come to, my poor Claraf 

' Oh, don't pity me I my heart has felt like an Tndia- 
rubber ball ever since the crash. Even poor Uncle 
Oliver being bo ill could not keep me from feeling as 
if the burthen were off my ba<^ and I were little 
Clara Frost again. It seemed to take away the bar 
between us; and so it has I Jem J this is happi- 
ness. Tell me of Isabel and the babies.' 

'Tou will come home to them. Do you think my 
uncle would ooosent ]' 

She answered with an embrace, a look of rapture and 
of doabt, and then a negative. ' Oh, no, we cannot be 
a burthen on you. You have quite enough on your 
hands. And, oh ! you have grown so spare and thin: 
I mean to maintoiu my uncle, if — ' and her spirited 
bearing softened into thoughtfulness, as if the little 
word conveyed that she meant not to be self-confident. 

' But, Clara, is this actual ruin ! I know only what 
Bichardson could tell me.' 

' I do not fully understand,' said Clara. * It had 
been plain for a long time that something was on Uncle 
Oliver's mind ; he was so restless all the winter at 
Paris, and at last arranged oar coming home very 
suddenly. I think he was disappointed in Ijondon, ' 
for he went out at onoe, and came back veiy much 
discompowd. He even scolded me for not havine 
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married; and when I tried to coax him out of it, he 
Baid it vaa for my good, and he waated to see after 
hia bnsiueBS in Peru. I put him in mind how dear 
granny had b^ged him to stay at home; but he told 
me I knew nothing about it, and that he would have 
gone long ago if I had not been an obstinate girl, and 
had known how to play my cards. I said something 
about going home, but that made him more furious 
than ever. But, after all, it is not f^ to tell all about 
the last few months. Dr. Hastings says his attack 
had been a long time comii^ on, and he must have 
been preTiously harassed.' 

' And yoa had to bear with it all )' 

< He was never uoMnd. Oh, no ; but it was sad to 
see him so miserable, and not to know why — and so 
uncertain, too 1 Sometimes he would insist on giving 
grand partiee, and yet he was angry with the expense 
of my poor little pony-carriage. I don't think he 
always quite knew what he was about; and while he 
hoped to pull through, I suppose he was afraid of any 
one gnefoing at h^ embarrassments. On this day 
fortnight he was reading hia letters at break&st — I 
saw there was something amiss, and said something 
stupid about the hot rolls, becaoae he could not bear me 
to notice. 1 think that roused him, for he got up, but 
he tottered, and by the time I came to him he seemed 
to slip down into my arms, quite insensible. The 
surgeon in the village bled him, and he came to him- 
self, but conld not speak. I had almost sent for yoa 
then, but Dr. Hastings came, and thought he would 
recover, and I did not venture. Indeed, Jane forbade 
me; she is a sort of Uoubhs and her whelps. Well, 
the next day came Ur. Morrison, who is the Mr. 
Bichardson to this concern, and by-and-by he asked to 
see me. He kept the doctor in the next room. I 
believe he thought I should faint or make some such 
performance, for he began about his painiiil duty, and 
frightened me lest my poor uncle should be worse, 
only he was not the right man to tell ma 8o at last 
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it came out that we were ruined, and I was not aa 
beireasat aU, at aUl If it had not been for poor Undo 
Oliver, I should have oied ' Hurrah I' I did nearly 
laugh to hear him complimenting my firmness. I 
believe the histoiy is this : — Hearing that thia place 
was for sale, brought UDcle Olirer home before bis 
afiairs could well do without him. He paid half the 
price, and promised to pay the rest in three years, 
giving security on the mines and the other property 
in Peru ; but somehow the remittances have never 
come properly, and he trusted to some great success 
with the Equatorial Company to set things straight; 
but it seems that it has totally fiuled, and that 
was the news that overthrew him. Then the cre- 
ditors, who had been put off with hopes, all came 
down on hirp tc^ether, and there seems to be nothing 
to be done but to give up everything to them. Poor 
Uncle Oliver 1 — I sat w&tohing birn that evening, and 
thinking how Louis would say the sea had swept away 
his whole sand castle with one wave.' 

' Does he know it 1 Have any steps been taken T 

' Mr. Morriaon showed me what my poor uncle bad 
done. He had really executed a deed giving me the 
whole estate ; he would have borne all the disgrace 
and persecution himself — for you kuow it would have 
been a most horrible scrape, as he had given them 
security on property that was not really secure. Mr. 
Morrisou said the deed would bold, and that he would 
bring me counsel's opinion if I liked. But, oh, 
Jem ! I waa so thankful that my birthday was over, 
and I was my own woman 1 I made him draw up a 
paper, and I signed it, undertaking that they sWl 
have quiet possession provided they will come to an 
amicable settlement^ and not torment my uncle.' 

' I hope he ia a man of sense, who will make the 
best terms T 

' You may see to that now. I'm sure he is a maa c^ 
compliments. He t«lls me grand things about my 
disinterestedness ; and the creditors and they have 
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promised to let ob stay unmolested as long as I please, 
whicli will be only till my uncle can move, for I must 
get rid of all these servants and paraphernalia ; and in 
the meantime they are concocting tho amicable adjust- 
ment, and Mx. Morrisoii aajd he ehould try to stipulate 
for a maintenaaca for my uncle ; but ha was not sura 
of it, without giving up what may yet oome from Pero, 
Jane's annuity is s^e — that is a comfort ! What work 
I had to make her believe it 1 and now she wants us 
all to live upon it.' 

' That was a rare and beautiful power by which my 
grandmother infused such faithful love into eH her 
dependants. But now for the person really to be 
pitied.' 

' It was only three days ago that it was saie to speak 
of it, but then he had grown so anxious tiiat the doctors 
said I muat begin. So I begged and prayed him to 
forgive me, and then told what I had done, and be 
was not BO very angry. He only called me a silly 
child, and said I did not know what I had done in 
those few days that I had been left to myael£ So I 
told him dear granny had had it, and Utat waa all 
that ngnified, and that I never had any right here. 
Then,' said Clara, tearfully, ' he began to cry like a 
child, and said at least she had died in her own home ; 
and he called me Henry's chUd : and then Jane came 
and turned me out^ and wont let me go near him un- 
less I promise to he good and say nothing. But I must 
soon ; for however she pats him, and says, ' Don't, Master 
Oliver,' I see his mind runs on nothing else; and the 
doctor says he may soon hear the plans, and be 
moved.' 

' Can you venture to tell him that I am here)' 

Before Clara could answer, Jane opened the door — 
' Miss Clara, your uncle ;' and there she stopped, at the 
unexpected sight of the brother and sister stUl hand in 
hand 'Here, Jane, do you see himf cried Clara; 
and James came forward with outotretched hand, but 
he was not graciously received. 
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' Nov, Master Jcunes, yon ain't coming here to worrit 
your poor ancle V 

' No, indeed, Jan& I am come in the hope of being 
of some nee to him.' 

' I'd rather by half it had been Lord Fitzjocelyn,' 
mattered Jane ; ' he was always quieter.' 

' Bow, Jane, you should not be so cross,' cried Clara, 
'when it ia your own Jemmy, come on purpose to help 
and comfort ua all ! You are going to teU Uncle 
Oliver, and make him glad to see him, as you know 
yoo are,' 

' I know,' said James, ' that last time I was here, I 
behaved ill enough to make you dread my presence 
Jane ; but I have learnt and suffered a good deal sinoe 
that time, and I wish for nothing so mach a^ for 
my uncle's parton.' 

Mra. Beckett would have been more impressed, had 
she ever ceased to tliink of Master Jemmy otherwise 
than ae a self-willed but candid boy ; and she an~ 
Bwered as if he had been throwing himself on her 
mercy after breaking a window, or knocking down 
Lord Fitgooelyn — 

'Well, sir, that is all you can eay. Fm glad 
you are sony. I'll see if I can mention it to your 

Off trotted Jane, white Clara's indignation and 
excited spirits relieved themselves by a burst of merry 
laughter, aa she huDg about her brother, and begged 
to hear of the dear old home. 

The old servant, in her simplicity, went straight 
upstairs, and up to her unreling, as he had again be? 
come. ' Master Oliver,' said she, ' be is come, Master 
Jem is come back, and 'twould do your heart good to 
see how happy the children are together — just like 
you and poor Master Henry." 

' Did she ask him herel' said Mr. I>ynevor, uneasily. 

'No, sir; he came right out of his own head, because 
he thought she would feel lost' 

Oliver vouchsafed no reply, and Jane pressed no 
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ferther. He nerer alluded to his guest ; but when 
Clara came into the room, his eye dwelt on bet coun- 
tenanceof bright content and animation, &nd thesmOea 
that played round her lips as she sat silent: Her voice 
was hushed in the aick-room, hut he heard it about the 
house with the blithe, lively ring that had been absent 
from it since he carried her away &om Northwold; 
and her steps danced upstairs, and along the galleries, 
with the light, bounding tread unknown to the con- 
strained, dignified Miss Dynevor. All the notice he 
took that night was to say, petulantly, when Clara waa 
sitting with him, 'Don't stay here; you want to be 
down-stairs.' 

' Oh, no, dear uncle, I am come to stay with yon. I 
don't want, in the least, to be anywhere bnt here.' 

He seemed pleased, although he growled; and next 
morning Jane reported that he had been asking for ' 
how long hie nephew had com^ and saying he was 
gladthatMiflsDjnevorhad someone to look after her — 
a sufferance beyond expectation. In his helpless state, 
Jane had resumed her nursery relations with him; and 
he talked matters over with her so freely that it waa 
well that the two young people were scarcely less her 
childi'eu, and hod almost on equal share of her afFco- 
tion, so that Clara felt that matters might be safely 
trusted in her handa. 

Clara's felicity could hardly be described, with her 
fond affections satisfied by her brother's presence, and 
her fears of managing ill, removed by reliance on him ; 
and many as were the remaining cases, and great as 
waa the suspense lest her uncle should still nourish 
resentment, nothing could overcome the sense of 
restored joy everbubblingup, not even the dread that 
James might not bear patiently with continued rebufis. 
But James was so much more gentle and tolerant than 
she had ever known him, that at first she could not 
understand missing the retort, the satire, the censure 
which had seemed an essential part of her brother. She 
was always instinctively guarding against what never 
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}iKppea«d; or if Bome Blight demonatratioD flashed oat, 
he caught himself up, And aaked pardon before she 
hod peroeiTed anything, till ahe began to think mar- 
riage had ^tered him wonderfully, and almost to owe 
Isabel a gradge for having cowed his spirit. She conld 
hardly bdiere that he yraa waiting so patiently in the 
guise of a suj^liaat, when she thonght him in the right 
from the fiiBt; though she ooald perceive that the task 
■was easier now that the old man wa« in adversity, and 
she saw that he regarded his exclusion froui his uncle's 
room in the light of a jnst punishment, to be endnred 
with humility. 

James, on his side, waa highly pleased with his 
siater. Having only seen her as the wild, untamed 
Giraffe, he was by no means prepared for the dignity 
and dedsion with which Miss Dynevor reigned over 
the establiiihment. Her taU figure, and the simple, 
straightforward ease of her movements and mannera, 
seemed made to grace those large, loily rooms ; and 
as he watched her playing the part of mistress of the 
house BO naturally in the midst of the atato, the ser- 
vants, the silver covers, and the trappings, he felt tliat 
heiress-ahip became her so well, that he could hardly 
believe that her tenure thwe was over, and unregretted. 
' Even Isabel oonld not do it better,' he said, smiling ; 
and she made a low curtsey for the compliment, and 
laughed back, ' Tm glad yon have come to see my 
performance. It has been a very long, dull pageant; 
and here oomee Mr. llorrison, I hope with the last 

Morrison was evidently much relieved that Misa 
DyaevoT should have some relative to advise with, 
since he did not like the responsihility of her renunci- 
ation, though owning that it was the only thing that 
could save her uncle from diagraceful ruin, and per- ' 
haps from prosecution; whereas now the gratitude and 
forbearance of the creditors were secured, and he hoped 
that Mr. Dynevor might be set free fi«m the numerona 
English involvements, witfiout sacrificing bis reiaainiBg 
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property in Fera. The lawyer seemed to have do 
words to express to James hia sense of Mias Dynevor's 
conduct in the matter, her promptitude and good 
sense haTing apparently atniok him as much as her 
generoaity, and there iras no getting him to believe, as 
Clara wished, that the sacrifice was no sacrifice at all — 
nothing, aa abe said, but ' common honesty and a great 
riddance.' He promieed to take steps in eameat for 
the final settlement with the orediton; and though 
still &r from the last act, Clara began to con- 
sider of hastening her plans. It was exceedingly 
doubtful whether Oliver would hear of living at 
Dynevor Terrace, and Clara could not be separated 
irom him ; besides which, she was resolved that her 
brother should not be burtbened, and she would give 
James no promiaea, ocmditional or otherwise. 

Mr. Dynevor had discovered that Morriaon had been 
in the house, and waa obviously reetlesa to know what 
had taken place. By-and-by he said to Jane, with an 
air of inquiry, ' Why does not the young man come 

Mra Beckett was too happy to report the invitation, 
telling ' Master Jem' at the aame time that ' he was 
not to rake up nothing gone and past ; there waa quite 
troubles enough for one while.' Olara thought the 
same, and besidee was secretly aure that if be admitted 
that he had been wrong in part, his uncle would 
imagine him to mean thalT he had been wrong in the 
whola Their instructions and precautions were trying 
to Jamea, whose chaplaincy had given him more 
experience of the siok and the feeble than they gavg 
him credit {or; but he waa patient enough to amaze 
Clara and pacify Jane, who ushered him into the sick- 
chamber. There, even in hia worst days, he mnat have 
laid aside Ul-feeling at the aspect of the shrunken, 
broken figure in the pillowed arm-chair, prematurely 
aged, hia hair thin and white, hia face ahrivelled, his 
^elid drooping, and mouth contracted. He was still 
some years under sixty; but thia was the result of toil 
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and climate — of the labour generonslj' designed, bat 
how oonduoted, bow resnltiag) 

He bad not learned to put out bia left band — be 
only made a abarp nod, as Jamee, witb tender and - 
humble respect, approacbed, feeling tbat, now bis 
grandmother was gone, this frail old man, bis fotber's 
brother, weis the last who claimed by right his filial 
love and gratitude. How difierent from the raucour 
and animosity with which he had met bis former 
advances! 

He ventured gently on kindly hopes that bis ancle 
was better, and they were not ill taken, though not 
without &etfulnes& Presently Oliver said, * Come to 
look after your sister) that's right — good girl, good 
girif 

' That abe is I' ezclaimed James, heartily. 

'Toohastyl too great hurry,' resumed Oliver; 'she 
bad better have waited, savol the old place, — nev^ 
mind what became of the old man, one-half dead 
already.' 

* She would not have been a Clara good for much, 
if she had treated yon after that &^on, sir,' said 
James, smiling 

He gave bia accustomed snort. 'The mischief a 
girl let alone can do in three days, when once she's of 
age, and one can't atop her ! Women ought never to 
come of age; ain't fit for it; nndo all the work of my 
lifetime with a stroke of her pen T 

' For your sake, sir !' 

* Pshaw ! Pity but she'd been safe married — tied it 
up well witb settlements then out of her power. 
Can't think what tbat young Fitzjocelyn waa after — it 
ain't the old affair. Ponsonby writea me that things 
are to be settled as soon as Ward comes back.' 

' Indeed !' 

' Aye, good sort of fellow — no harm to have him in 
our concerns — I hope he'll look into the accounts, and 
find what iE^bson ia at. After all, I shall aoon be 
out there myself, and make Master Bobson look about 
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him. Mad to allow myself to stay — bTit PU wwt no 
longer. Momaon may put tlie fellovs off — I'll give 
him a hint ; veil iave the place, after all, when I once 
get out to Lima. If only I knew what to do with 
thatgiril' 

James could not look at him withont a oonviction 
that he would never recover the ose o£ hie hand and 
foot ; but this was no time to diecourage his spirite, 
and the answer was — ' My eititeF'B nBtural home would 
be with me.' 

' Ha I the ohild would like it, I suppose. I'd make 
ft handsome allowance for her. I diall manage that 
when my a£urs are in my own hands; bnt I may as 
well write to the mountains as to Ponsonby. Aye, 
ayel Clan mi^tit go to yon. She'll have enough any 
way to be quite worth young Fitzjooelyn's whjJe, yon 
may tell him. That mine in the San Benito would 
retrieve aU, and I'll not forget. Fray, how many 
ohildren have yon by this timel' 

'Four little girls, sir,' said James, restraining the 
feeling which was riung in the contact with his unde, 
revealing that both were still the same men. 

'Hml No time lost, however! Well, we shall 
see ! Any wSy, an allowance for Clara's board wont 
hurt What's your notion)' 

James's notion was profound pity for the poor old 
Bnan. 'Indeed, sir,' he said, 'Clara is sure to be 
welcome. All we wish is, that you would kindly 
bring her to ns at ouca Ferbaps you would find the 
baths of service ; we would do our utmost to make you 
comfortable, and we are not inhabiting half the house, 
BO that thei-e would be ample spaoe to keep the <duldrea 
from inconveniencing yon.' 

' Clara is set on it, I'll warrant' 

' Clara waits to be guided by your wishes ; but my 
wife and I should esteem it as the greatest favour you 
could do us.' 

' Ha 1 we'll see what I can manage. I must see 
Morrison' — and he fell into meditation, presently break* 

VOL. IL D 
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ing from it to saf fretfiilly, 'I Bay, Roland, would 
you reach me tliat tumbler)' 

Never had James thought to be gntefiil for 
that name! He wonld gladly hare bmi Roland 
Synevor for the rest of his days, if he could have left 
behind him the tranagreBBions of James Frost! Rut 
the poor man's sbatterod thoughts had been too long on 
the stretch ; and, without further ceremony, Jane came 
}n and dismissed his nephew. 

Clara hardly trusted her ears when she was told 
shortly after, by her uncle, that they were to go to North- 
wold. Roland wished it; and, poor fellow! the hoard and 
lodging were a great object to him. He seemed to have 
come to his senses now it was too late; and if Clara 
wished it, and did not think it dull, there she might 
Btay while he himself was gone to Lima. 

'A great object the other way,' Clara had nearly 
cried, in her indignation that James could not be sup- 
posed disinterested in an invitation to an old man, who 
probably was deatitute. 

Brother and uncle appeared to have left her out of 
the consultation ; but she was resolved not to let him 
be a burthen on those who hod so little already, and 
she called her old friend Jane to take counsel with her, 
whether it would not be doing them an injury to carry 
him thither at all. So much of Jane's heart aa waa 
not at Cheveleigh was at Dynevor Terrace, and her 
answer was decided. 

' To be sure, Miss Clara, nothing couldn't be more 
natural' 

'Nothing, indeed; bat I can't put them to trouble 
and expense.' 

'I'll warrant,' said Jane, 'that Til make whatever 
they have go twice as far as Chaxlotte ever wilL Why, 
you know I keeps myaelf ; and for the rest, it will be a 
mere saving to have me in the kitchen 1 There's no 
air so good for Master Oliver.' 

' I see you mean to go, Jane,' said Clara. ' Now, I 
have to look out for myBel£' 
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' BlesB me, Mum Clara, don't you do Qothmg in a 
biiny. Oo home quiet and look about you.' 

Jane had begun to call Xorthwold home ; and, in 
Bpite of her mournings over the old place, Clara thought 
she had never been bo happy there as in her present 
dominion over Master Oliver, and her prospects of her 
saucepans and verbenas at No. 5. 

Poor Oliver! what a scanty measure of happiness 
bad bis lifelong exertions produced ! Many a human 
sacrifoe has been made to a grim and hollow idol, fil- 
ing his devotees in time of extremity. Had it not beeu 
thus with Oliver Dynevor's self-devotion to the honour 
of ^^** lanul Y 1 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

FABIWKLL TO OKEATMIflB. 



MR HOLDSWOETH contrived to set Jamee at 
liberty for » fortnight, Emd he was thus enabled 
to watch over the negotiation, and expedite matters 
for the removaL The result was, that the resignation 
of the eatate, famiture, and of Clara's jewels, honour- 
ably cleared off the debts contracted in poor Mr. 
Dyiievor'B et^emess to reinstate the family in all its 
pristine grandeur, and left him totally dependent on 
whatever might be reacued in Peru. He believed this 
to be conaid^ble, bnt the brother and sister founded 
little hopes on the chance; as, whatever there might 
be, had been entangled in the Equatorial Company, 
and nothing could be less comprehensible than Mr. 
Robson'a statements. 

Clara retained her own seventy pounds per annum, 
which, thrown into the cmnmon stock, would, James 
assured her, satisfy him, in a pecuniary point of view, 
that he was doing no wrong to his children ; though he 
added, that even if there had been nothing, he dU not 
believe they would ever be the worse for what might 
be spent on their infirm old uncle. 

Notice was sent to Isabel to prepare, and she made 
cordial reply that the two rooms on the ground-floor 
were being made ready for Mr, Dynevor, and Clara's 
own little room beingset in order; Miss Mercy Faith- 
fidl helping with all her might, and little Kitty stamp' 
ing about, thinking her services equally effectual 
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Oliver WW in baste to leave a place replete with 
diaappomtment and failure, and was bo helpless and 
dependent as to wish forhia nephew's Bssistance on the 
joumej ; and it was, tbei-efore, fixed for the end of 
James's second week. No one called to take leave, 
except the Curate and good Mr. Henderson, who showed 
Clara much wann, Miul feeUng, and praised her to her 
bi:oth». 

She begged James to walk with her for a farewell 
visit to her grandmother's other old friend. Great 
was her enjoyment of this expedition ; she said she 
had not had a walk worth haying since she was at 
Aix-la-Ch»pelIe, and liberty and companionship com- 
pensated for all the heat and dust in the dreary tract, 
fall of uncomfortable ahabby-genteel abodes, and an 
unpromising popnlation. 

' One cannot regret such a tenantry,' said Clara. 

' Poor creatures 1' said James. ' I wonder into whose 
hands they will &!). Tour heart may be free, Clara; 
you have followed the clear pat^ of duty; but it ia a 
pain^ thought for me, that to strive to amend these 
festering evils, caused very likely by my grand&ther's 
speculations, might have been my appointed task. I 
ithould not have had &r to seek for occupation. Wlien 
I was talking to the Curate yesterday, my heart smote 
me to think what I might have done to help him.' 

' It would all have been over now.' 

' It ougfU Dot Nay, perhaps, my presence mi^t 
have left my uncle free to attend to hia own concerns.' 

'I really believe you are going to regret the place!' 

* After all, Clara, I was a Dynevor before my uncle 
came home. It might have been my birthright. But, 
as Isabel says, what we are now is far more likely to be 
aafe for the children. I was bad enough as I was, but 
what should I have been aa a pampered heir) Let 

' Tea, let it go,' said Clara; 'it has been little but 
pain to ma. We shall teach my poor uncle that home 
love is better than old family estates, I ^moat wish 
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he may recover nothing in Peru, that he maj team 
that you receive him for hia own Bake.' 

' liiat ia more than I can wish,' said James. ' A 
hnndred or two a-year would come in handily. BeBides, 
I am afraid that Mary Ponsonby may be suffering in 
this crash.^ 

' She seems to have taken care of herself,* said Clai^ 
' She does not write to me, and I am almost ready to 
believe her lather at last. I could not have thought 
it of her r 

' Isabel has always said it was the best thing that 
oould happen to Iiouis.' 

'IsabdneverhadanynotlonofLouis. I don't mean 
any offence but if she had known what he was made 
of, she would never have had you.' 

' Thank you, Clara ! I always thought it an odd pre- 
dilection, but no one can now esteem Fitgooelyn more 
highly thau she does.' 

'Teiy likely; but if she thinks Louis can stand 
Uaiy's desertii^ him — ' 

' It will be great pain, no doubt ; but once over, lie 
will befree.' 

' It never will be over,* 

' That b young-ladyism.' 

' I never was a young lady, and I know what I mean. 
Mary may not be all he tliinks her, and ahe may be 
dull enough to let her affection wear out; but I do 
not believe he will ever look at any one again as he 
did after Mary on your wedding-day.' 

' So you forbid him to be ever happy again I' 

' Not at all, only in that one way. There are many 
others of being happy.' 

' That one way meaning marriage.' 

* I mean that sort of perfect marriage that, according 
to the saying, ia made in heaven. Whether that could 
have been with Mary, I do not know her well enough 
to guess ; but I am convinced that he will always have 
the same kind of memory of her that a man has of a 
first love, or firet wife.' 
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'It may have been » mistake to drive him into the 
attachment, which Isabel thinks has been favoured by 
absence, leaving scope for imt^nation ; but I cannot 
give np the hope that his days of happiness are yet to 

' Nor do I give op Mary, yet,' said Clata. ' Till she 
announces her defection I shall not believe it, for it 
would be common honesty to inform poor Louis, and 
in that she never was deficient.' 

' It is not a plant that seems to thrive on the Peru- 
vian soil.' 

' No ; and I am dreadfully afraid for Tom Madison, 
There were hints about him in Mr. Ponsouby'a letters, 
which make me very anxious ; and from what my 
uncle says, it seems that there is snoh an atmosphere 
of gambling and trickery about his office, that he 
thinks it a matter of course that no one should be 
realty true and honest.' 

'That would be a terrible affair indeed! I don't 
know for which I should be moat concerned, Louis or 
our poor little Charlotte. But after all, Clara, we have 
known too many falsehoods come across the Atlantic, 
to concern ourselves about anything without good 
reason.' 

So they talked, enjoying tbe leisnre the walk gave 
them for conversation, and then paying the painful 
visit, when Clara tried in vain to make it understood 
by the poor old lady that she waa going away, and that 
Jamee was her brother. Tbey felt thankful that such 
decay had been spared their grandmother, and Clara 
sighed to think that her uncle might be on the brink 
of a like loss of feculties, and then felt herself more 
than ever bound to him. 

On the way home they went together to the church, 
and pondered over the tombs of their ancestry, — 
ranging from the grim, defaced old knight, through the 
polished brass, the kneeling courtier, and the dishe- 
velled Grief embracing an um, down to the mural arch 
enshrining the dear revered name of Catharine, daugh- 
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tor of Roland, aod wife of Jamee Frost Dynevor, the 
last of her line whose bones wonld rest ijiere. Her 
grave had truly been the sole poBeessioa that her son's 
UbouTS had secnred for her ; that grave was the tmlj 
spot at Cheveleigh that claimed a pang from Clara's 
hearb She stood beside it with deep, fond, clinging 
love and reverence, but with no painful reoolleciionB to 
come between her and that &ir, bright visiou of happy 
old age. Alas I for the memories that her broker had 
sown to spring up round him now I 

Apart from all these vipers of his own creating, 
James after all felt more in the ceiision of Cheveleigh. 
than did bis sister. Theee were days of change and of 
feudal feeling wearing out ; but James, loug as he had 
pretended to soom 'being sentimental about his tar«- 
tatbers,' was strongly susceptible of such impressions; 
and he was painfully conscioua of being disinherited. 
He might have felt thus, without any restoration or loss, 
as the mere effect of visiting bia birthright as a stranger ; 
but, as he received all humbly instead of proudly, the 
feeling did him no harm. It softened him into sympathy 
with bis uncle, and tardy appreciation of hia single- 
minded devotion to the estate, whioh he bad won 
not for himself, but for others, only to see it firat un- 
gratefully rejected, and then snatched away. Then, 
with a thrill of humiliation at his own unwortbiness, 
came tbe earnest prayer that it might yet be Toudisafed 
to him to tend the exhausted body, and train the con- 
tracted mind to dwell on that inheritance whence there 
could be no casting out. 

Poor Oliver was firetful and restleee, insisting on 
being brought down to his study to watch over the 
packing of bis papers, and miser^le at being unable 
to arrange them himself. Even the tender«£t pity for 
bjin could not prevent him from being an esceeding 
trial; and James could hardly yet have endured it, 
but for pleasure and interest in watching his slater's 
lively good-humour, saucy and determined when tbe 
old man was unreasonable, and caressing and affec- 
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tionwte, when be was Tioleut in his impotence ; neve^ 
seeming to hear, see, or regard anything unkind or un- 
pleaauLt; and absolutel; pleased and gratified when 
her nncJe, in bis petolauoe, sometimes nngraciotmly re- 

i*eoted her servioes in fovour of those of ' Rohmd,' who, 
le took it for granted, must, as a man, have more sense. 
It would sometimes cross James, how would Isabel 
and the children &rewith this ill-hnmonr; but he had 
muc^ con£denoe in his wife's sweet calm temper, and 
more in Hie obTious duty; and, on the whole, he be- 
lieved it was better not to think about it. 

The suffering that the surrender cost Oliver was 
only shown in this species of petty fractiousness, until 
the last morning, when his nephew was helping him 
across the hall, and Citite, close at his side, he made 
them stand still beude one of the pillars, and groaned 
as he said, < Here I waited for the carriage last time ! 
Here I promised to get it back again I' 

' I wish every one kept promises as you did,' said 
James, looking about for something cheerful to say. 

' I had hope then,' said Oliver ; and well might he 
feel the contrast between the youth, with such hopes, 
energies, and determination mighty within him, and 
the broken and disappointed man. 

' Hope yet, and better hope I' James could not help 
saying. 

'Not while there's such a rascal in the office at 
Lima,' cried Oliver, testily. 

'Obi TTncle Oliver, he did not mean that!' ex- 
cliumed Claia. 

Mr. Dynevor grumbled eomebhing about parsons, 
whidi neither of them chose to hear; and Clara cut it 
short by saying, ' After all. Uncle Oliver, you have 
done it all! Dear grandmamma came back and was 
happy here, and that was all that signified. You never 
wanted it for yourself you know, and my dear father 
was not here to have it. And for yon, what could you 
have had more than your nephew and niece to — to try 
to be like your children ! And hadn't you rather have 
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th«m witliont pnrchase thaa vitlil' And as sh^ 
law him smile in answer to her bright caress, she 
added mmrily, ' There's nothing else to jatj but the 
fir treeo and gold fi«)i ; and as they hare done very 
happily before without the Peudiagon reign, I dare 
«ay they will again ; so I can't be very sorry for Utem !' 

This was Clara's farewell to her greatness, and 
cheerily she enlivened her ancle all the way to London, 
and tried to solace him after tbe interviews that he 
insisted on with various men of busineas, and which 
did not tend to make bim stronger in health or spirits 
through the next day's journey. 

Tbe engine whistled its arriving shriek at North- 
wold. Happy Clara 1 What was the summer rain to 
her J Every honse, every passenger, were tokens 
of home ; and the damp rain-mottled &ee of the Ter- 
race, looking like a child that bad been crying, was 
more welcome to her longing eyes than ever had been 
lake or mountain. 

Isabel and little Catharine stood on the step ; but 
as Mr. Dynevor was lifted out, the little g^l sbnfek 
out of sight with a childish awe of infirmity. The 
dining-room had been made a very comfortable sitting- 
room for him, and till he was settled l^ere, nothing else 
eould be attended to ; but he was so much fatigued, 
that it was found best to leave bim entirely to Jane ; 
and Clara, after a few moments, followed her brother 
from the room. 

As she shut the door, she stood for some seconds 
ouobserved, and unwilling to interfere with the scene 
before her. Halfway upstairs, James had been pulled 
dowa to Bit on the steps, surrounded by his delighted 
flock. The baby was in bis arms, flouiishing her 
hands as he danced her ; Kitty, from above, had 
clasped tightly round his neck, chattering and kissing 
with breathless velocity; one twin in front was drum- 
ming on hia knee, and shrieking in accordance with 
every shout of the baby; and below, leaning on tbe 
balusters, stood their mother's graceful tigore, looking 
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up Sit them with a lovely amiling face of perfect glad- 
nefB. She waa the firet to perceive Clara; and, with a 
pretty gesture to be silent, she pointed to the stand of 
the Wedgewood jar, under which sat the other little 
maid, her two fat arms clasped tight round her papa's 
umbrella, and the ivory handle indenting her rosy 
obeek, as she fondled it in silent transport. 

'My little Salome,' whispered Isabel, squeezing 
Clara's band, ' our quiet one. She could not sleep for 
expecting papa, and now she is in a &t of shy delight; 
she can't ^out with the others ; she can only nurse 
his umbrella,' 

Just then James made a desperate demonstration, 
amid peals of laughter from his daughters. ' We are 
stopping the way ! Get out, you unruly monsters ! Let 
go, Kitty — Mercy ; I shall kick I Mamma, catch this 
ball ;' making a feint of tossing the crowing Fanny at 

Assuredly, thought Clara, pity was wasted ; there 
was not one too many. And then began the happy 
exulting introductioua, and a laugh at little Mercy, 
who stood blank and open-mouthed, gazing up and up 
her tall aunt, as if there were uo coming to the top of 
her. Clara sat down ou the sl«ira, to bring her &ce 
to a level, and struck up a friendship with her on the 
spot, while James lifted up his little Salome, her joy 
still too deep and reserved for manifestation ; only 
without a word she nestled close to him, laid her head 
on his shoulder, and closed her eyes, as if languid with 
excess of rapture — a pretty contrast to her sister's 
frantic delight, which presently alarmed James lest 
it should disturb his uncle, and be called them up' 

But Clara must first nm to the House Beautiful, 
and little Mercy must needs come to show her the way, 
and trotted up before her, consequentially annonno~ 
ing,' ' Aunt Cara.' Miss Faithfull alone was present ; 
and, without speaking, Clara dropped on the ground, 
kid her head on her . dear old friend's lap, and little 



800 DYSBTCHl TKSaiCS, 

Heroj exclaimed, in wondering alarm, 'Aimt Cars 
naughty — Aant Cam CTTingl' 

' Mj' darling,' said Mi— FaithfoU, aa Bhe kiased 
Clara'a brow and atroked her long flaxen hair, 'you 
have gme throogh a great deal We must try to 
make you happy in your poor old home.' 

'Oh, no! oh, nol It iahappineasl Oh', anclt haj^i- 
BBSsI bat I don't know what to do with i^ and I want 
grurnyl' 

She waa almost like little Salome; the flood of bliss 
in returning home, joined with the misaing of the one 
dearest welcome, had come on her so suddenly that 
she was almost stifled, till ahe had been calmed and 
soothed by the brief internal of quiet with her dear 
old friend. She returned to Na B, there to find 
that her uncle was going to bed, and Charlotte, pink 
and beautiful with delight, was running about in 
attendance on Jana She went up straight to her own 
little room, whiohhadbeenset out exactly as in former 
times, BO that she could feel as if abe 1^ been not a 
day absent; and she lost not a moment in adding to it 
fdl the other little tressurea which made it folly like 
her own. She looked out at the Ormeiefleld trees, 
and smiled to think how well Louis's advioe bad 
turned out ; and then she sighed, in the fear that it 
might yet be her duty to leave home. If her uncle 
co^d live without her, ahe must tear herself away, 
and work for his toaintenance; 

However, for ihe present, she might enjoy to the 
utmost, and she proceeded to the littie parlour, which, 
to her extreme surprise, she found only occupied by 
the four children — Kitty holding the youngest upon 
her feet, till, at the new apparition, Fanny Buddrady 
seated herself for the coQTenienoe of staring. 

'Are you all alone heref exclaimed Clara. 

' I am takii^; core of the little ones,' rej^ed Kitty, 
with dignity. 

'Where's mamma]' 

' She is gone down to get tea. Papa is gone to the 
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TTuion; but we do not metiQ to wait for him,' answered 
the little personage, with an air eapable.Hie more droll 
beoauae ^e WM on the Bmolleat Boale, of mnch less 
sabetance than the round &t twine, and indeed chiefly 
distingniahable from them by her slender neat diape ; 
for the &ce8 were at first sight all alike, brown, Bmall- 
featored, ytiOi Isrge dark eyea, and dark curly hair — 
Mercy, with the largest and most im|>etnons eyes, and 
Salome with a dreamy look, more like her mother. 
Fanny was in a difierent style, and much prettier; but 
ber contemptatian ended in alarm and inolination to 
cry, whereupon Kitty embraced her, and consoled her 
like a most efficient guardian; then seeing Mercy 
becoming rather rude in her familiarities with ber 
aunt, held up ber small forefinger, and called out 
gravely, ' Mercy, recollect yourself !' 

Wonders would never cease I Here ires Isabel 
coming up with the tea-tray in ber own hands I 
'My dear, do you always do that)' 
'No, only when Charlotte is busy; and,' as she 
picked up the baby, ' now Kitty may bring the rest* 

So, in varions little journeys, the miniature woman's 
mrly bead arose above the loaf, and the bntter-dish, 
and even the milk-jug, held without spilling; while 
Isabel would have set out the tea-things with one band, 
if Ciara had not done it for her; and the workbonse 
girl finally appeared with the kettle. 

Was this the same Isabel whom Clara last remembered 
with her baby in her lap, beautiful and almost as inani- 
mate as a statuel There was scarcely more change 
from the long-frooked infant to the bustling important 
Iprite, than from that &ir piece of still life to the active 
house-mother. Unruffled grace was innate ; every 
ttiovemeat had a lofty, placid deliberation and sim- 
plicity, that made ber like a disguised princess ; and 
though her beauty was a little worn, what it had lost 
in youth was &r more than compensated by sweetness 
and animation. The pensive cast remained, but the 
dreaminess had sobered into thought and tme hope. 
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Her drees was an old lutudsome sUk, frayed and worn, 
but BO becoming to her, tbat the fading waa unnoticed 
in the delicate neatness of the aocompaniments. And 
the dear old room ! It looked like a cheerful habitation j 
but Clara's almost instant inqnit? was for the porcelain 
Arcadians, and oould not tMnk it quite as tidj and 
orderly as it used to be in old times, when she was the 
only fairy Disorder. ' However, Til see to that," qnotb 
she to herael£ And she gave herself up to the happy- 
tea-drinking, when James was welcomed by another 
tnmult, and was pinned down by Kitty and Salome on 
either side — mamma making tea in spite of Fanny on 
her lap — Mercy adhering to the new-comer — ^the eag^ 
oonversation — £itty thrusting in her little oar, and 
being hushed by mamma — the grand final game at 
romps, ending with Isabel carrying off her little vic- 
tims, one by one, to bed; and James taking the tea- 
tray down stairs. Clara followed with other perta of 
the equipage, and then both stood together warming 
themselves, and gossiped over the dear old kitcQien 
fire, till Isabel came down and found them there. And 
then, before any of the grand news waa discussed, all 
the infant marvels of the last fortnight had to be 
detailed; and the young parents required Clara's 
opinion whether they were spoiling Kitty. 

Next, Clara found her way to the cupboard, bronght 
the shepherd and shepherdess to light, looked them well 
over, and satislied herself that there was not one scar 
orwound on either — nay,it is not absolutely certain that 
she did not kiss the damsel's delicate pink cheek — set 
them up on the mantelpiece, promised to keep them in 
order, and stood gazing at them till James accused her 
of r^ording them as ber penates 1 

' Why, Jem 1' she said, turning on him, ' yoit are a 
mere recreant if you can feel it like home without 
theml' 

' I have other porcelain figures to depend on for a 
home r said James. 

' Take oare, James I' said his wife, with the fond sad- 
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neas of one wboBe cup overflowed with liappmeBs; 
' Clara's shepherdess may look fragile, but she has kept 
her youth and seen many a generation pass by of such 
as you depend on 1' 

' She once wafi turned out of Cheveleigh, too, and has 
home it as easily aa Clara,' said James, smiling. ' I 
suspect her vorst danger is from Fanny. There's a 
lady who, I warn you, can never withntand Fanny 1' 

Isabel took up her own defence, and they laughed on. 

Poor Uncle Oliver ! could he but have known how 
little all this had to do with Cheveleigh! 
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CHAPTER XX. 

WKBTKBH TlDIirO& 

Udy I worthy of Mrtli'i proudeat throne I 
Nor leu, by eicellence of nature, fit 
Beside u unuobitioua hearth to sit 
Domeatic queen, where gnkndeur U unknown — 
Qoeen and handnuud lowly. 

WOSDBWOHTH. 

A HOUSE in the Temtoe -was let, and the Kint was 
welcome ; and shortly after, Clara had an afieo- 
tionate letter from her old school-enemj, Miss Salter, 
beting her to come aa governess to her little brother, 
promieing that ihe should be treated like one of the 
fiimily, and offering a large salary. 

Clara waa much a£raid that it was her duty to accept 
the proposal, sinoe her ancle seemed very Stirly^oou- 
tented, and was growing very fond of ' Boland,' and 
the payment would be bo great an assistance; bat 
James and Isabel were strongly averse to it ; and her 
ooDscience was satisfied by Miss Mercy Faithfull'a dis- 
covery of a fiunily at the Baths in search of a daily 
governess. 

Miss Frost waa not a person to be rejected, and in 
another week she found herself setting out to break- 
&at with a girl and three boys, infusing Latin, Erench, 
and gei^raphy all the foreboon, dining with them, 
sometimes walking with them, and then returning to 
the merry evening of Dynevor Terrace. 

Mr. Dynevor endured the step pretty well She had 
ascendancy enough over him always to take her own 
way, and he was still buoyed up by the hope of recover^ 
ing enough to rectify his a^irs in Feru. He was 
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t>ett«r, thoogli his right side remained pardysed, and 
Mr. Walby saw little chance of reBtoration. Ksing 
late, and breakfasting slowlj, the newspaper and Tiaits 
from Jamea wiled away the morning. He preferred 
taking his meals alone ; and after dinner was wheeled 
out in a chtur on fine days. Clara came to him as soon 
as her day's work was OTer; and, when he was well 
enou^ to bear it, the whole party were with him from 
the children'a bedtime till his own. Altogether, the 
invalid-life passed off pretty well. He did not dislike 
the children, and Kitiy liked anything that needed to 
be waited on. He took Clara's servicee as a right, but 
was a little afraid of ' Mrs. Dyneror,' and highly 
flattered by any attention frtim her ; and with James 
his moods were exceedingly variable, and often veiy 
trying, but, in general, very well endured. 

Femvian mails were anticipated in the family with 
a feeling most akin to dread. The notice of a vessel 
coming in was the signal for growlinga at every- 
ijiing, from the post-office down to his dinner ; and 
the arrival of letters made things only worse. As 
Clara said, the galleons were taken by the pirates ; 
the Eqoatorial Company seemed to be doing the work 
<>f Caleb Balderston's thunderstorm, and to be bearing 
the blame of a deficit such as Oliver could not chaise 
on it The whole statement was hacked by Mr. Pon- 
Bonhy, whose short notes spoke of indisposition making 
him more indebted than ever to the exertions of Eobson. 
This last was gone to Guayaquil to attempt to clear up 
the accounts of the Equatorial Company, leaving the 
office at lima in the charge of Madison and the new 
clerk, Ford ; and Mr. Dynevor was promised something 
decisive and satisfactory on his return. Of Mary there 
was no mention, except what might be inferred in a 
postscript ; — ' Ward ia expected in a few weeks.' 

Mr. Dynevor was obliged to resign himself; and so 
exceedingly fractions was he, that Clara had been feel- 
ing quite dispirited, when her brother called her to tell 
her joyously that Lord Qrmersfield and Louis ver% 

VOL. IL , I , 



S06 DTSETOtt TRKKAeS. 

coming home, and would call in on their way the next 
evening. Thooe wretohed children must not t&ke her 
£>r a walk. 

lf«T«rtLelee8, the wretched ohildren did want to 
walk, and Clara could not get home till half-an-hour 
after she knew the train miut have oome in ; and aba 
found the visitois in her uncle's room. Louis cams 
forward to the door to meet her, and shook her hand 
with all his heart, Baling, under his breatili, 

' I congratulate you r 

■ Thank you I' she said, in the same hearty tone. 

' And now, look at him 1 look at my father 1 Have 
not we made a good piece of work of keeping him 
abroad all the winter I Does not he look as well as 
ever he did in his life V 

This was rather strong, for Lord Onnemfield wat 
somewhat grey, and a little bent ; but he had resumed 
all his look of health and vigour, and was a .great oon- 
trast to hiB younger, but &r older-looking cousin. He 
welcomed Clara with his tone of oourteooa reapect, and 
amiled at his son's exultation, saying, Fitgocelyn de- 
serred all the credit, for he himaelf badjaerer thought 
to be so patched up again ; and poor Oliver was evi- 
dently deriving as much encouragement as if rheuma- 
tism had been paralysis. 

' I mnat look in at the House Beautiiul,' said Louis, 
presently. ' Clara, I can't lose your company. Wont 
you oome with me t' 

Of course she came; and she divined why, instead 
of at once entering the next house, he took a turn 
along the Terrace, and, after a pana^ asked, ' Clara, 
when did you last hear from Limaf 

' Not for a long time. I suppose she is taken up 
by her father's illness.' 

He paused, collected himself and nsked i^ain, 
' Have you heard nothing from yonr uncle I' 

' Tes,' said Clara, sadly ; ' bat Louis,' die added, 
with a lively tone, ' what doea not come from hereelf, 
I would not believe,' 
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* That's right ; don't be vexed when it may be 
nothing.' 

' No ; if ahe had found any one more -worthy of her, 
ahe would not hesitate in maJring me aware of it. I 
ought to be satisfied, if she does what is best for her own 
happiness. Miss Fonsonby believes that this is a rmtn 
of sterling worth, probably suiting her better than I 
might have done. She was a good deal driven on by 
drcuuiBtances before, and, perbapa, it was all a mistake 
on her side.' And he tried to smila 

Clara exi^imed that 'Maiy could not have been all 
he had beUeved, if—' 

'No,' he said, 'she is all, and more than all. I 
oomprehend her better now, and conld have shown 
her that I do. She hae been the blessing of my life bo 
far, and her influence always will be so. I shall always 
be grateM to her, be the rest as it may, and I mean 
to live on hope to the last. Now for the good old 
ladies. £eaUy, Clara, the old Dynevor Terrace 
atmosphere has come back, and there aeema to be the 
Boiae sort of rest and cheering in coming into these old 
iron gates! After all, Isabel is growing almost worthy 
to be oHUed Mm. Frost' And in this manner he 
talked on, up to the very door of the Hoose Beautiful, 
as if to cheat himself out of despondency. 

' That was a very pretty meeting' said Isabel to her 
husband, when no witness was present but little 
Fanny. 

' What, between his lordship and my uncle T 

' You know better.' 

'Hy dear, your mother once tried match-making 
£)r Fitigocelyn. Be warned l^ her example.' 

' I am doing no such thing. I am o^y observing 
what every one seee.' 

' Don't be so ocanmon-plaoe.' 

'That's all disdain — ^you must condescend. I have 
been hearing from Mr. Dynevor of the excellent offera 
that Clara refused.' 

x2 , 
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' Do yon think TTnole Oliver and Clara agree as to 
Axoelleooe V 

'Still,' continued Isabel, 'comideTiiig haw Tmcom- 
fortable sbe was, it does not seem improbable that she 
would have married, nnlesa some attachment had 
steeled her heart and raised her standard. I know 
she was unoonsoions, bnt it was Fitgooelyn who formed 

' He has bben a better brother to her than I have 
been ; but look only at their perfect ease.' 

' Xow it is my belief that tiiey were made for eacb 
other, and can -renture to £nd it out, since she is no 
longer an heiress, and he ia free from his Peruvian 
entanglement.' 

* Fanny, do you hear what a scheming mamma yon 
have 1 I hope she will have used it all upon Sir Hubert 
before you come out as the beauty of tke Terrace !' 
' Well, I mean to sound Clara.* 
' Tou had better leave it alone.' 
' Do you forbid me T 

' Why, no ; for I don't think you have the face t» 
say anything that would distress her, or disturb the 
friendship which has been her greatest benefit.' 

'Thaukyon. All I intend is, that ifit should be as 
I suppose, the poor things should not misa coming to 
an understanding for want — ' 
' ' Of a Christmas-tree,' said James, laughing. ' You 
may have your own way. I have too much confidence 
in your discretion and in theirs to imagiae that you 
will produce the least efiect.' 

Isabel's imagination was busily at work, and she 
was in baste to inake use of her husband's permission ; 
but it was so difficult to see Clara alone, that some- 
days passed l)efore the two sisters were left together in 
the sitting-room, while James was writbg a letter for 
his uncle. Isabel's courage began to waver, but she 
ventured a commencement. 

i ' Mr. Dynevor entertains me with fine stories of 
your conquests, Clara.' 
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Clara laughed, blualied, and answered blantly, 'What 
a bother it was !' ' 

' Tou are very hard-hearted.' 

' You ought to remember the troubles of yoang 
ladyhood enough not to wonder.' 

' I uerer let thmga run to that length ; bnt then I 
had DO fortune. But seriously, Clara, were all these 
people objectionable }' 

' Do you think one oonld many any man, only 
because be was not objectionable i There was no harm 
in one or two ; but I was not going to hare anything 
to say to them.' 

' Really, Clara, yon make me ourious. Had yoa 
made any resolution %' 

' 1 know only two men whom I could have trusted 
to fulfil my conditions,' said Clara. 
' Condidons )' 

' Of course I that if Cheveleigh was to belong to any 
of UB, it should be to the rightful heir.' 

' My dear, noble Clara I was that what kept you 
£'om thinking of marrit^e V 

' Wasn't it a fine thing to have such a test 1 Not 
that I ever oome to trying it. Simple no answered my 
purpos& I met no one who tempted me to make the 
experiment.' 

' Two men f siud Isabel ; 'if you had said ow, it 
would have been marked.' 

■ Jem and Louis, of course,' said Clar^ 
' Oh 1 that is as good as saying one.' 
' As good as saying none,' stud Clant, with emphafds. 
' There may be different opinions on that point,' re- 
tamed Isab^ not daring to lift her eyes from her 
work, though longing to study Clara's fac<^ and feeling 
hera^ crimsoning. 

' Extremely unfounded opinion^ and rather—* 
'Bather what V 

' Impertinent, I was going to say, bq;ging your par- 
don, dear Isabel' 
' Nay, I think it is I who should beg yours, Clara.' 
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' JHo, no,' said Olara, laughing, but speaking gravely 
inmediAtely after ; ' lookers-on do not alwayg see most 
of the game. I have always known his mind so wtM 
that I oould never poaaibly have fallen into any saoh 
nonsense. I reepect Um far too mnch.' 

Isabel felt as if she must hazard a few words more — 
'Can jon guess what he will do if Mr. Ponsouby's 
reports prove true T 

' I do not mean to anticipate misfortunes,' said Clara. 

Isabel oould aay no more ; and wheu Clara next 
spoke, it was to a^ for another of James's wristbands 
to stitch. Then Isabel ventured to peep at her &ce, 
and saw it quite calm, and not at all rosy ; if it had 
been, the colour was gone. 

Thus it was, and there are happily many such friend- 
ships existing as that between Louis and Clara. Many 
a woman hais seen the man whom she might iiave 
married, and yet has not been made miBerable. If 
there be neither vanity nor weak self-con templation on 
her side, nor trifling on his part, nor unwise suggestions 
forced on her by spectators, the honest, genuine affec- 
tion need never beoome passion. If intima4^ is some- 
times dangerous, it is becHuse vanity, folly, and mistakes 
ore too frequent ; but in spite of all thee(^ where women 
are truly refined, and exalted into companions and 
friends, there has been much more happy, frank inter- 
course and real friendship than either the romantic or 
the sagacious would readily allow. The spark is never 
lighted ; there is no consciousness, no repining and all 
ifl well. 

Presh despatches from Lima arrived j and after a 
day, when Oliver had been so busy overlooking the 
statement from Guayaquil that he would not even take 
his usual airing, he received Clara with orders to 
write and secure his passage by the next packet for 
Callao. 

' Dear uncle, you would never dream of it I Toa 
oould not bear the journey I' she cried, aghast. 

'It wonlddomegood. Do not tty to cross me, Ctara, 
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No one eke can deal with this pack of rascals. Your 
brother has not been Ived to it, and is a paraon besides, 
and there's not a soul that I can' trust. Til go. 
What I d'ye tLank I can live on him and oa jau, when 
there ia a competence of my own ont tliere, embezded 
among tho»e ragamnffins f 

' I am sure we had mnoh rather — ' 

' So stuff and nonsense. Here is Roland with four 
children already — very Utely to huTe a dozen more. If 
yon and he are fools, Tm not, and I uxm'I take the bread 
out of their mouths. I'll leave my will behind, bequeath- 
ing whatever I may get out of the fire evenly between 
you two, as the only way to content you ; and if I 
never torn up agaiui why you're rid of the old man.' 

' Very well, uncle, I shall take my own passage at 
tkhe same tim&' 

' You don't know what you are talking of You are 
a silly child, and your brother would be a worse if 
he let you go.' 

' If Jem lets you go, be will let ma He shall let 
me. Don't you know that you are never to have me 
off your hands, uncle t So, no, I ehall stick to you 
like a bam You may go up to the tip-top of Clum- 
borazo if you please, but yoU'lt not shake me off' 

It was her fixed purpose to accompany him, and she 
was not solicitous to dissuade him from going, for she 
could be ayarioioua for James's diildrrai, and had a 
decided wish for justice on the guilty party; and, 
besides, Clara hod a private vision of her own, which 
made her dance Ln her little room. Mary had written 
in her &ther's stead — there was not a word of Mr. 
Ward — indewd, Mr. Ponsonby was evidently so ill 
that his daughter could think of nothing else. Might 
not Clara come in time to dear up any misunderstand- 
ing — convince Mr. Ponsonby — deflcribe Louis's single- 
hearted constancy during all these live years, and bring 
Mary home to him in triumph ) She could have 
laughed aloud with delight at the possibility ; and 
when the other altematiTe occurred to her, ^e knit 
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hw browB vitb ehUdtah veliemeiice, u she promised 
Uiss Uai7 that the would never be lier bridesmaid. 

Fresentlf ehe hetud Fit^ooelyu'e voioe in the paxlour, 
and, going down, found Limin consultation over a 
letter which Charlotte had brought to her master. It 
was so well written and expressed, that Louis turned 
to the signature before he could quite believe that it was 
from hia old pupil. Tom wrote to communicate his 
perplexity at the detection of the frauds practised on his 
employets. Hehadlately beenemplojredin the office at 
Xiimat where much had excited hia mispiciDn; and,fin&llj, 
from haying ' opened a letter addreased b; mistake to 
the firm, but destined for an individual, he had dis- 
covered that large sume, supposed to be required by the 
works, or lost in the Equatorial failure, had been, in 
&ct, invested in America in the name of that party,' 
The secret was a grievous burthen. Mr. Fonsonby was 
■bs too ill to be informed ; besides that, he should only 
bring suspicion on himself; and Mi as Ponsonby waa 
BO much occupied as to be almost equally inaccessible. 
Tom had likewise reason to believe that his own move- 
ments were watched, and that any attempt to commu- 
nicate with her or her &.tber would be baffled; and, 
above aU, he could not endure himself to act the spy 
and informer. He only wished that, if possible, wiUi- 
out mentioning names, Charlotte could give a hint 
that Mr. Dynevor must not implicitly trust to all he 
heard. 

James was inclined to suppress such vague informa- 
tion, which he thought woiud only render his uncle 
more restless and wretched in his helplessness, and was 
only questioning whether secrecy would not amount to 
deceit. 

. ' The obvious thing is &ir me to go to Peru,' said 
Louis. 

' My uncle and I were intending to go,' said Clank 

'How many more of youl' exclaimed jamea. 
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chanted little Kitty &om the comer, where she waa 
building hotuwe for the ' little ones.' 

'Extremely to the purpose,' eaid Ixmia, laughing 
' FopoT her example^ Clara. Make your uncle appoint 
me his plenipotentiary, and I viU try vhat I can to 
find ont what these rogaea are about' 

'Are you in earnest f 

' Never more bo in my life.' 

James beckoned him to the window, and Bhowed 
h iv a sentence where Tom said that the best chance 
for the firm was in Mian Ponsonby's marriage with 
Mr. Ward, but that engagement was not yet daolared 
on account of her father's illness. 

' The very reason,' said Louis, ' I cannot go on in 
tiiisi way. I must know the truth,' 

'And your fa.thet f 

' It would be much better for him that the thing 
were settled. He will miss me lees during the session, 
when he is in London with all his old friends about 
him. It would not take long, going by the lathmua. 
ni ride baok at once, and see how he b^rs the notion. 
Say nothing to Mr. DyneTor till you hear from me ; 
but I think he will consent. He wiU not endure that 
she should be left unprotected ; her &theT perhaps 
dying, left to the men^ of these raecaU.' 

' And fbTgive me, Louia, if you found her not need- 
ing youF 

' If she be happy, I ahould honour the man who 
made her sa At least, I might be of nae to you. I 
ahould aee after poor Madison. I haye aent him to the 
buocaneera indeed I Gk>od-bye 1 I cannot rest till I 
see how my &ther takes it !' 

It was long sinc« LouJs had been under an excess of 
impetuoaity ; but he rode home as fitst aa he had ridden 
to ITorbhwoId to canvass for James, and bad not long 
been at Ormerafield before hia proposition was laid 
before his &ther. 

It was no small thing to ask of the Earl, necesaaiy 
as hie son had become to him ; and the project at first 
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app«ftred to Him Benseleas. He tliought M&17 bad not 
shown herself sufi&cienti^ aenuble of bis stm'a merits 
to deaerre so nancK ttouble ; and if she were eugnged 
to Mr. Ward, Fit^ ooelyn would find himsdf in an nn^ 
pleasant and ondignifit^d pomtion. Besidee, t]iere was 
the euBuing seesion of Parliament I No 1 Oliver must 
send oat some trustworthy mad of bosiiieeB, iTitli fidl 

Lonis only answered, that of course it depended en- 
tirely on bis &tliei^B oonaent ; and by-and-by his sub- 
mission began to work. Lord Ormrafdeld oould not 
refiue him anytbmg, and took care, on parting for the 
night, to observe that the point was not settled, only 
nnder conaideratrioiL 

And consideration was more favourable tban might 
have been expected. The Earl was growing anxious 
to see his son marrisd, and of tbat there was no hope 
till bis mind should be settled with r^ard to Mary. 
It would be more for his peace to extinguish the hop^ 
if it were never to be fiilfilled. Moreover, the im^e 
of Mary had awakened the Earl's own fatherly fond- 
ness for her, and his deeire to rescue her &om her 
wretched home. Even Mr, Ponsonby could hardly 
withstand Louis in person, he thought, and must be 
touched by so many years of constancy. The rest might 
be only a misunderstanding which wonld be cleared up 
by a personal interview. Added to this, Lord OnUers- 
field knew that Clara wotdd not let b^ uncle go alone, 
and did not think it fit to see her go out alone with an 
infirm paralytic; James oOuld not leave his wife or his 
chaplaincy, and the afiair was unsnited to his profes- 
sion; a mei'e accountant would not carry sufficient 
authority, nor gain Madison's confidence ; in f^, 
Fitzjocelyn, and no other, was the trustwortby man of 
bnsineas; and so - his lordship allowed when Louis 
ventured to recur to the subject the next morning, and 
urge some of his argumeute. 

The bright clearing of Louis's &oe spoke hb thanks, 
and he began at onoe to detail his plans for his other's 
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comfort, Lord OrmeraGeld liBtening as if pleased hj hia 
solicitude, though caring for little until the light o£ hia 
eyes should return. 

' The next point is that yon should give me a teBti- 
monial that I am a trustworthy man of burineee.' 

' I will ride into l^orthwold with you, and talk it 
over with OliTer.' 

Here lay the knotty point; but the last five years 
had considerably cultivated Fitzjocelyn's natural apti- 
tnde for figures, by his attention to statirtioe, his own 
&nniDg-book8, and the oomplicated accounts of the 
Ormersfield estate, — ao that both his fiither and 
Biohardson could testify to his being an exoellent man 
of business; and hia coolness, and mildness of temper, 
made him better calculated to deal with a rt^ue than 
a more hasty man would have been. 

They found, on arriving, that James had been talking 
to Mr. Walby, who pronounced that the expedition to 
lama would be mere madness for Mr. Dynevor, since 
application to businees would assuredly cause another 
attack, and even the calculations of the previous day 
had made him very unwell, and so petulant and snap- 
pish, that he could be pleased with nothing, and treated 
as mere insult the proposal that he should entrust his 
afl^ra to ' such a lad.' 

Even James hesitated to influence him to accept 
the offer. ' 1 scruple,' he said, drawing the Earl aside, 
'because I thought you had a particular objection to 
Fitgooelyn's being thrown in the way of speculations. 
I thought you dr^ded the fascination.' 

'Thank you, James; I once did so,' said the Earl, 
' I used to beUeve it a &mily mania ; I only kept it 
down in myself by strong resolution, in the very eight 
of the consequences, but I can trust Fitzjocelyn. Be 
is too indifferent to everything apart from duty to 
be caught by flattering projects, and you may fully 
confide in hia right judgment I believe it is the 
absence of selfishness or conceit that makes him so 
clear-sighted.' 
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' What a change I what a testimODf !' tritunphantly 
thought James. It might be partial, bat he 'was not 
the man to believe bo. 

That day was one of defeat; bnt on the foUowing, a 
note from Jamee adviaed Fitgocelyn to come and try 
his fortone again ; Mr. Dyneror wooJd give no one any 
reet till he had seen him. 

Thereupon Louis was closeted with the old mer- 
chant, who watched him keenly, and noted evwy 
question or remark he made on the accounte; then 
twinkled his eyee with satisiaction as he hit more than 
one of the very biota over which Oliver had already per- 
plexed himself So clear-headed and accurate did he 
Bhow himself that be soon perceived that Mr. Dynevor 
looked at him as a good derk thrown away; and he 
finally obtained from him full powetB to act, to bring 
the villain to condign punishment, and even, if possible, 
to dispose of his share in the firm. 

Miss Ponsonby was much relieved to learn that 
Lord Fitzjooelyn was going oat, though fearing that 
he might meet with disappointment; but, at least, her 
brother would be undeceived as to the traitor in whom 
he was confiding. So letters were to announce Louis's 
intentions, lest the enemy should take warning; but 
he carried several with bim, to be given or not, aooord- 
ing to the state of afioirs ; and when, on his way through 
XiOndon, he went to receive Miss Ponsonby's commis- 
siona, abe gave him a hu^ packet, addressed to Mary. 

'Am I to give her this at all events T he oak^ 
filtering. 

' It would serve her right.' 

' Then I should not give it to her. Fray write an- 
other, for she does not deserve to be wounded, however 
she may have decided.' 

. ' I do not know how I shall ever forgive her,' mghed 
Aunt Melicent 

' People are never so nnfOTgiving as when they have 
nothing to forgive.' 

'Ah 1 Lord Fit^ooelyn, that is not yoqr case. This 



WBaTEEN TIDIIiGa. 317 

might h&ve been &r otherwise, had I not misjudged 
you at first,' 

' Do not beliere so. It would have been hard to 
think me nuae foolish than I waa. This probation has 
been the best schooling for me ; and, let it end as it- 
may, I shall be thankful for what has been.' 

Aiid in this spirit did he sail, and many an anxious 
thought followed him, no heart beating higher than did 
that of little Charlotte, who founded a great many 
hopes on the crisis that his oomitig would produce. 
Seven years was a terrible time to have been engaged, 
and the little workhouse girl thought her getting 
almost as old as Mrs. Beckett. She wondered whether 
Tom thought so too ! She did not want to thinV about 
Martha's first cousin, who was engaged for thirtf-two 
years to a journeyman tailor, and when they married 
at last, they were both so cross that she went out to 
service again at the end of a month. Charlotte set up 
all her caps with Tom's favourite colour, and 'turned 
Angelina' twenty times a-day. 

Then came the well-known Pemvian letters, and & 
thin one for Charlotte. Without recollecting that it 
mast have crossed Lord Fitzjocelyn on the road, she 
tore it open the instant she had carried in the parlonp 
letters. Alas I poor Charlotte ! 

' I write to you fbr the last time, lest you shonld 
consider yourself any longer bound by the engagements 
which must long have been distaatefui When I say 
that Mr. Tord has for some months been my colleague, 
you will know to what I allude, without my ex- 
pressing any further. I am already embarked for the 
TJ. S. My enemies have succeeded in destroying my 
character and blighting my hopes. I am at present a^ 
fugitive fiMni the hands of so-called justice ; but I could 
have borne all with a cheerful heart if you had not 
played me false. You will never hear more of one who- 
loved you faithfully. 

' Th. Masisoit.' 
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Poor Charlotte 1 The vonnd was a great deal too 
deep for her usual childish tears, or even for a single 
yfoiH She stood still, oold, and almost unoonBoiooa 
till she heard a step, then she pat the oruel letter away 
in her bosom, and went about her work as usual. 

They thought her looking veiy pale, and Jane now 
and then reproached het with eating no more than a 
sparrow, and told her she was getting into a dwining 
yraj ; but she made na answer, except that she ' could 
do her work.' At last, one Sunday evening, when she 
had been left (done with the children, her mistress 
found her sitting at the foot of her bed, among the 
sleeping little ones, weeping bitterly but silently. 
Isabel's kindness at length opened her heart, and she 
put the letter into her haiuL Poor little thing, it 
was veiy meekly borne : ' Please don't tell no one, 
ma'am,' she said ; ' I oouldn't hear him blamed !' 

' But what does he mean 9 He must be under some 
terrible error. Who is this Ford V 

' It is Delaford, ma'am, I make no doubt, though 
however he could have got there 1 And, oh dear me ! 
if I had only told poor Tom the whole, that I was a 
■illy girl, and liked hia flatteries now and then; but 
constant in my heart I always was I' 

Isabel could not but suppose that Delaford, if it were 
he, might have exaggerated poor Charlotte's little flir- 
tation; but there was small comfort here, since contra- 
diction was impossible. The 17. S., over which the 
poor child had pumled in vain, was no field in which 
to follow him up — he had not even dated his letter ; 
and it was aveiy, very fiiint hope that IiordFitgocelyu 
might trace him on^ especially as he had evidently 
fled in disgrace ; and poor Ohiu-lotte sobbed bitterly 
over his troubles, as well as her own. 

She was better after she had told her mistnea, though 
still she shrank from any other sympathy. Even 
Jane's pity would have been too mudi tar her, and her 
tender nature was afraid of the tongues that would 
have discussed her grief Ferhape the high-tooed 
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nature of Isabel iras the reij best to be brought into 
ooutact with the poor girl's spirit, which was of the same 
order; and many ui evening did Isabel ait in the twi- 
light, beside the children's beds, talking to her, or som*- 
times reading a few lines to show her how others had 
suffered in the same way. ' Xt ia mj own fault,' said 
poor Charlotte ; ' it all came of mj liking to be treated 
like one above the common ; and it serree me right. 
Tea, ma'am, that was a beautiful text you showed me 
last night ; I thought of it all day, and I'll try to 
believe that good will come out of it.. I am sure you 
are very good to let me love the children I Fm cer- 
tain sure Miss Salome knows that I'm in trouble, for 
she never &ilB to run and kiss me the minute she 
comes in sight ; and she'll sit so quiet ia my lap, the 
little dear, and look at me as much as to say, ' Char- 
lotte, I wish I could comfort yon.' But it was all my 
own faiilt^ ma'am, and I think I could feel as if I was 
punished right, so I knew poor Tom was happy,' 

* Aiss !' thought Isabel, after hearing Charlotte's 
reminiscences ; ' how (dose I have lived to a world of 
which I was in utter ignorance 1 How little did we 
guess that, by the careless ease and inattention of our 
household, we were carrying about a firebrand, endan- 
gering not only poor Walter, but doing fearfol harm 
wherever we went !' 
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CHAPTER XXL 

BrKPPmO WEBTWAKD. 
n Dirien'i nndi uid dtikdly dew. 



ENTEKPBISE and epeed botli alike directed Fitz- 
jooelyn'a course acroes the Istlnnns of Panama, 
which in 1853 had newly become practicable for adven- 
turous traTellers. A. canal conducted him as &r aS 
Cnioea, after which he had to push oa through wild 
forest and swamp, under the escort of the muleteers 
who took charge of the various traveUers who had 
arrived by the same packet. 

It was a very novel and amoBJng journey, even in 
the very discomforts and the strange characters with 
whom he was thrown; and more discontented travel- 
lers used to declare that Don Luis, as he told the 
muleteers to call him, always seemed to have the best 
success with the sorly hotel-keeper^ though when he 
resigned his acqoisitiona to any resolute grumbler, it 
naed to be discovered that he had been putting up with 
tlie worst share. 

A place called Guallaval seemed to be the most 
sqttalid and forlorn of all the stations — outside, an 
atmosphere of mosquitoes; inside, an atmosphere of 
brandy and smoke; the master an ague-stricken 
Yankee, who sat with his bare feet high against the 
wall, and only deigned to jerk with his head to show 
in what quarter was the diink and food, and to 'guesa 
that strangers must sleep on the ground, for first- 
comers had all the beds' — hammocks slung up in a 
bam, or unwholesome cupboards in the wall. 

At the dirty board sat several of the party 
first arrived, washing down tough, stringy beef lyith. 
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brandf. Looia was about to take hia place near a 
■very blaok-bearded young man, who appeared more 
civilized tban the rest, and who surprised bim bj at 
oaoe making room for him, leaving the table with an 
air of court€e7 ; and when, in his halting Spanish, he 
begged 'hia Grace' not to disturb himself he was 
answered, in the same tongue, ' I have finished.' 

After the meal, such as it was, 'he waiidered out 
of the but, to eaoape the fumes and the company 
within ; but lie was presently accosted by the same 
stranger, who, touching his slouched Panama hat, 
mode him a speech in Spanish, too long and fluent 
for his comprehension, at the same time offering bim a 
cigar. He was civilly refusing, when, to hia Burprise, 
the man intermpted him in good English. ' These 
swampe breed fever, to a certaiuty. A cigar is the 
only protection; and even then there is nothing more 
dai^rous than to be out at annset.' ' 

' Thank you, I am much obliged,' said Lonia, turning 
towards the hat. ' Have you been long out here V 

' The first time on the Isthmus ; but I know these 
sort of placea. Pray go in, my Lord,' 

The title and the accent startled Louis, and he 
exclaimed, ' You must be from the Northwold 
country r 

He drew back, and said bluntly, ' Sever mind me, 
only keep out of this pestiferous air.' 

But the abrupt surJinesB oompleted the recognition, 
and, seizing his hand, Louis cried, ' Tom I bow are you 1 
Tou have turned into a thorough Spaiiiard, and taken 
me in entirely.' '■ 

'Only come in, my Lord; I would never have 
spoken to you, but that I could not ^ you catching 
your death.' 

' I am coming : bnt what* s the mat^ t Whyavoid 
me, when yon are the very man I most' wished to see 1' 

' Tm done for,' said Tom. ' The fellows up there 
have saddled theb- rogueries oo me, and Vm off to ^e 
States. I—' 

YOL. n. T , 
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'Wliat Aoyonmyi There, I am oomktgin. Bo 
sfttufied, Tom ; I am come out vith a oommiaaioii &odb 
Mr. Dj^evor, to see what can be arranged.' 

' That's right,' cried Tom ; ' now poor Mi« Fonsonby 
will have one friend.' 

' Tour letter to Charlotte broaght me ont— ' b^pm 
Louia; but Madison briAe in with an expression a£ 
diamay and Belf-reproach at seeing him walhing sonte- 
what lame. 

' It is only when I am tired, and not thinHng of it,' 
■aid Louis ; ' do you know that old ash stick, Tom, my 
constant Mend 1 See, here are the names of all the 
places I have seen cut oat on it.' 

' I knew iii and you, the moment you aat down by 
the table,' said Tora, in a tone of Uie utmost feeling 
M Louis took bis ima. ' You are not one to foi^get' 

' And yet you were going to pass me without wm-lring 
yourself known.' 

'A disgraoed man has no business to be known,' 
said Tom, low and hoarsely. ' No, I wish none of Uieoa 
ever to hear my name again; and hut for the slip of the 
tongue that came so naturally, you should not; bnt I 
was drawn to you, and could not help it. I am glad I 
have seen you once more, my Lord — ' 

He would have lefb him at the entrance^ but Louis 
held him &st. 

' Ton are the very man I depend on for unravelling 
the business A man cannot be dii^raoed by any 
one but himself and that is not the oase with you, 
Tom.' 

'No, thank Heaven,' said Tom, ferfenUy; Tve 
kept my honesty, if I have lost all tlie rest' 

Little more was needed to bring Madison to a seait 
on a wooden bench beside Pit^ocelyn, answering iaa 
anxious inquiries. The first tidings were a shock — 
Mr. Fonsonby was de&d. He had long been declining^ 
and the last thing Tom had beard from Lima was, that 
he was dead ; bat of the daughter there was no intel- 
ligence; Tom had been too much occupied with his 
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own afbira to know anything of her. Bobeon had 
returned from Guayaquil some veeks previoutily, and 
in the settlement of aocouats conaeqneut on Mr, 
Poasooby'B death, Tom bad demurred giving up all 
the valuable property at the mines under hie chaise, 
until he should have direct orders from Mr. Dynevor 
or MisB Fonsonby. A hot dispute ensued, and Robson 
beoame aware tl^t Tom was informed of his nefarious 
practices, and had threatened him violently; but a few 
hours after he had retumed,afieGting to have learut from. 
the new clerk, Ford, that Madison's peculations re- 
quired to be winked at with equal forbearance, and 
giving him the alternative of sharing the spoil, or of 
being denounced to the authorities. He took a night 
to consider; and, as Louis started at hearing of any 
deliberation, he said, sadly, ' You would not believe 
me, my liord, but I had almost a mind. They would 
take away my character, any way ; and what advantage 
VH8 my honesty without tbati And ae to hurting my 
employers, they would only take what I did not; and 
such as that is thought nothing of by very many. I'd 
got no faith in man nor woman left, and I'd got nothing 
but suspicion by my honesty; so why should I not give 
in to the way of the worhl, and try if it would serve 
me. But then, my Lord, it struck me that if I had 
nothing else, 1 had still my God left.' 

Louis grasped his hand. 

' Yes, Tm thankful that Miss Fonsonby asked me to 
read to the Cornish miners,' said Madisoo. ' One gets 
soon heathenish in a heathenish place; aud but for 
that I don't believe I should ever have stood it out 
But Joseph's words, ' How can I do this great wicked- 
sees, and sin against God,* kept ringing in my ears 
like a peal of bells, all night, and by morning I sent in 
a note to Mr. Robson, to say No to what he proposed.' 

£very other principle would have cracked in such 

a conflict, and Louis looked up at Tom with intense 

admiratitm, while the young man spoke on, not 

conscious that it Imd been noble, but ashamed of 

J 2 ,v 
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owmng himself to bare boen brought to a paaa where 
mere integrity bad been an effort. 

He had gone back at ouce to bis miuee, in Home 
hopes that the threats might yet prove nothing but 
bluBtering; but he had scarcely arriTed there when an 
Indian muleteer, to whom he bad shown some kind- 
ness, broi^ht bim intelligence that l<t jutticia was in 
quest of hiia, bat in difficulties how to get up the 
mountains. The poor Indians guided bis escape, cod- 
ducting bim down wonder^ paths only known to 
themselves, hiding him in strange sequestered huts, 
and finally guiding bim safely to Callao, where be bad 
secretly embarked on board an American vessel bound 
for Panama. Louis asked wby he had fled, instead 
of taking bis trial, and confuting Robeon ; . but he 
smiled, and said, my Lord knew little of foreign juHtice ; 
besides, Ford was ready to bear any witness that 
Bobson might put into bis mouth; — and his &oe grew 
dark. Who was this Fordl He could not tell; Mr. 
Robson had picked bim up a few months back, when 
there was a want of a clerk; like loved like, be sup- 
posed, but it was no concern of bis. Would it be safe 
for him to venture back to Peru, under Fitzjocelyn's 
MoteetioQ, and assist him in unmaskiQg the treacherous 
Kobsont To this be readily agreed, . catching at the 
hope of establishing bis innocence; but declaring that 
beshould then go at once to the States. — 'What,noteven 
go home to see Charlotte 1 I've got a letter for you, 
when I can ^t at it.' 

Tom made no answer, and Fitgocelyn feared that, in 
apite of alt his good qualities, bis fidelity in love had 
not equalled his fidelity to bia employers. He oould 
not undentand hja protege daxiDg the few days £if their 
journey. He was a great acquisition to bis comfort, 
with his knowledge of the language and people, and 
his affectionate deference. AX home, where all wer« 
oourtly, be had been almost rude; but here, in the 
land of ill manners, bis attentions were so assiduous 
tb&t Louis was obliged to beg him to modei-ate them. 
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lest they should both be ridiculous. He h&d become 
a fine-lookjng young man, with a foreign tiir and dresa 
agreeing well with his dark complexion ; and he 
had acquired much practical ability and information. 
Uountuns, authority, and a good selection of books 
had been excellent educators; he was a very superior 
and intelligent person, and, without much polish, had 
laid aside bis peasant rusticiti^, and developed some of 
the best qualities of a gentleman. But though opea 
and warm-hearted on many points with his early friend, 
there was a gloom and moodiness about him, which 
Louis could only explain by thinking that his unmerited 
disgrace pi'eyed on him more than was quite manly. 
To this cause, likewise, Louis at first attributed his never 
choosing to hoar a word abont Charlotte; but as the 
distaste-^nay almost Bullenness, evoked by any allusion 
to her, became more apparent, Louis began unwillingly 
to balance his suspicions between some fresh attach-- 
ment, or unwortby ahame at an engagement to a maid- 
servant. 

The poor little damsel's sweet blushing &oe and shy 
conrteay, and all her long and steady fiuthiulnesa, made 
him feel indignant at such a suspicion, and he resolved 
to bring Madison to some explanation ; but he did not 
find the opportunity till after they had embarked at 
the beauti^ little islet of Toboga for Callao. On board, 
he had time to find in his portmanteau the letter with 
which she had entrusted him, and, seeking Madison on 
deck, gave it to him. He held it in his hand without 
opening it; but the sparkle In his dark eye did not 
betoken the bashfulnses of fondness, and Louis, taking 
a turn along the deck to watch him nnperceived, saw 
him raise his hand as if to throw the poor letter over- 
board at on6e. A few long steps, and Louis was beside 
him, exclaiming, ' What now, Tom — is that the way 
you treat your letters V 

' The little hypocrite 1 I don't want no more of her 
felse words,' muttered Tom, returning, in hie emotion, 
to his peasant's emphatic double negative. 
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' Hypocrite t Do you know how nobly and gener- 
ously she has been helping Mr. and Mrs. Fntat through 
their straits I how faithfully — ' 

' I know better,' said Tom, hoarsely; ' don't excuse 
her, my Lord ; you know little of what passea in your 
own kitchens.' 

' Too true, I fear, ia many cases,' said Lonis ; ' but I 
have seen this poor child in circumstancee that make 
me feel sure that she ia an admirable creatora What 
misunderstanding can have arisen 1' 

' No miminderatajiding, my Lord. I saw, as plain 
as I see yon, her name and her writing in the book 
that she gave to Ford — her copying out of his love- 
poems, my Lord, in the blank pages, — if I had wanted 
any proof of what he alleged.' 

And he had nearly thrown the letter into the Faoific; 
but Louis caught his arm. 

' Did you ever read CyvAdiM, Tom V 

' Yes, to be sure I have,' growled Tom, in surprise. 

' Then remember lachimo, and Bpar« that letter. 
What did he teU you V 

With some difGcnlty Fitgocelyn drew from Madisoa 
that he had for acme time been surprised at Ford's 
knowledge of Northwold and the neighbourhood; but 
had indulged in no auspioiona till about the epoch 
of Bobson's return from OuayaquiL Chancing to be 
waiting in his fellow-derk's room, he had looked at his 
books, and, always attraoted by poetry aa the rough 
fellow was, had lighted on a crimson watered-silk 
volume, in the first page of which he had, to his horror, 
found the name of Charlotte Arnold borne aloft by the 
two doves, and in the blank leaves several estrunely 
floweiy poems in her own handwriting. 

With ill-supprensed rage he had demanded an ex- 
planation, and hod been met with provokingly in- 
different inuendoee. The book was the gift of a young 
lady with whom Ford had the pleasure to be ac- 
quainted ; the little effusions were trifies of his own, 
inscribed by her own fair hands. Oh, yes ! he knew 
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MiBB Arnold very wdl — very pretty, very complaisant ! 
Ah 1 he was afraid there were some broken hearts at 
home ! Poor little thing I he should never fot^t how 
she took leave of him, after forcing upon him her little 
savings I He was sorry for her, too ; but a man can- 
not luive compaBmon on all the pretty girls he sees. 

' And you oonld be deceived by such shallow cox- 
combry as this r ssid Louis. 

' I tell you there wsa the book,' returned Tom. 

'WeU, Tom, if Mr. Ford prove to be the Ford I 
take him to bo, Til undertake that you shall see through 
him, and be heartily astuuned of youreelE Give me 
back the letter, — you do not desra^e to have it.' 

' I don't want it,' said Tom, moodily; * she haa not 
been as true to me as I've been to her, sad if she isn't 
what I took her for, I do not care to hear of her 
again. I used to look at the monntain-tops, and think 
she was as pure as they ; and that she ehould have been 
mttVing herself the talk of a fellow like that, and 
writing bo sweet to me all the time ! — No, my Lord, 
there's no excu^g it; and 'twas her being gone after 
the rest that made it so bitter hard to me ! If she bad 
been true, I would have gone through £re and water 
to be an honest man worthy of her; but when I found 
how she had deceived me, it went hard with me to cut 
myself off from the wild mountain life that I'd got to 
love, and my poor niggers, that will hardly have su kind 
a master set over them.' 

' Tou have stood the fiery ordeal well,' said Louis ; 
' and I verily believe that you will soon find that it 
was only an ordeal.' 

The oare of Tom was a wholesome distraction to 
the suspense that became almost agony as Louis 
approached Peru, and beheld the gigantic summits of 
the more northern Andes, which sunset revealed 
shining out white and fitfully, like the Pilgrim's vision 
of the Celestial City, although, owiug to their extreme 
distance, even on a bright noonday, nothing was visible 
but clear deep-blue sky. They seemed to make him 
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realize, that the decdeiTe moment waa near, when he 
should tread the sam« soil vith Maiy; and yet, aa he 
stood silently watching those glorious heights, human 
hop6« and cares seemed to shrink into nothing b^ore 
the eternity and Infinite Greatness of which the depth 
and the height spoke. Yet He remembereth ' the 
haira of our heads. Who weigheth the mountains in Idle 
balance, and countetb the isles as a very little thing. 
liouistook comfort, butnerrod himself for reeignatioii; 
his prayer was more, that he might bear rightly whab- 
erer might be in store, than that he should succeed. 
He could hardly have made the latter petition with 
that snbmiaaiTeneas and reserve befitting all entreaty 
for blessings of this passing world. 
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CHAPTEE XXII. 

RATHER BUSDXK. 



! would yon hear of ■ SpaniBh Isdj, 

How abe woo'd >n EDglinhmBii 1 
QHrments gay, as rich as may be, 

Decked with jeweli ahe had on. 

THE white buildingB of Callao loolied out of tli« 
palm gardena, and, with throbbing heart, Fiti- 
jooelyn was set on shore, leaving Madison on board 
nntil he should hear from him that evening or the 
next morning. 

Hiring a calesa, he drore at onoe to lima, to the 
house of the late Mr. Fonsonbj. The heavy folding- 
gates admitted bim to the archway, where various 
negroes were loitering; und as he inquired for tha 
ladies, one of them raised a curtain, and admitted him 
into the large oool twilight hall, so dark that^ with 
eyes dazzled by the full glare of day, he could hardly 
dtscem at the opposite end of the hall, where a little 
more light was admitted from one of the tetOina 
windows, two figures seated at a table covered with 
ledgeia and pajwrs. As if dreamii^, he followed his 
barefooted guide across the soft India matting, and 
heard his Spanish announcement, that, mif^t it please 
her Grace, here was a SeQor from England. 

Both rose; the one a well-dreeaed man, the other — 
it was the well-known action — 'Mary I' it wasall.that 
he had the power to say; he was hardly visible; bnt 
what tone was ever like that low, distiiict, earnest 
voice 1 

Mary clasped her hands tc^ther as if in bewilder- 
ment. 

'Xavier should not — I will speak,' whispered her 
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oompanion to her, and b^^inning, ' Addrem Tonnelf to 
me, sir!' 

Bat Mazy sprang fonnrd, ugning him back with 
h«r hand. ' It is my oouain, jGord Fitzjooeljn !' she 
■aid, as if breath and effort trould aerre no more, and 
■he laid her hand in that of Louia. 

' Mr. Ward f said Lonia, barel; able to fi&me the 
question, yet atriring for a manner that might leave 
no thorns behind. 

' No ; oh, no I Mr. Bobson.' 

The very sound of the ' No' made hie heart bound 
up again, and his hand closed &st on that which lay 
vithiu it, while a bow passed between him and Robson. 

' And yon are come r as if it were too incredible. 

' I told yon I ahonld,' he anewm^d. 

'I will leave you. Miss Fonsonby,' sud Robson; 
' we will continue our little business when you are lesa 
agreeably engaged.' 

He began to gather 4^e papers together, an action 
which suddenly recalled Louis to the reoolloction of 
Tom's oautione as to prudence and alertness, and he 
ibrced himself to a prompt tone of business. 

' I hope to be able to be of use,' he said, turning to 
Mary. ' Mr. Dyneror has given me a commission to 
look into his affairs,' and he put into Robson's handa 
the letter written by James, and signed by OliTer. 

'Thank you, Lord Fitgoceiyn, I shAll be very 
happy to give any explanations you may wish,' said 
BotMon, meaenring with his eye his youthiiil figure 
and features, and piling up the books. 

' I should prefei- having these left with me,' said 
Lovis ; ' I have but little time before me, and if I 
could look them over to-night, X should be prepared 
for yon to-morrow.' 

', Allow me. Ton would find it impossible to under- 
stand these entries. There is much to be set in order 
before they would 1* ready for the honour of jour 
lordship's inspection.' 

' I particularly wish to have them at once. Yon 
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give me atithority to act for yon, Misa PonBonbyl' ho 
added, looking at her, as she stood holding by the 
table, as one half avaka 

* Oh ! yes, I put the 'whole into your hands,' she 
answered, mecbajiically, obeying his eye. 

' Allow me, my Lord,' said Bobson, as Fitejocelyn 
laid the firm hand of detention on the heavy lodg^«, 
and great leathern pocket-book. 

' Yes ; we had better know exactly what you leave 
in my charge, Mr. Robson,' said Louis, banning to 
suspect that the clerk fanoied that the weight and 
number of the books and bundles of bills might satisfy 
his unpractised eye, and that the essential was to be 
found in the pocket-book, on which he therefore re- 
tained a special hold ; asking, as Bobson held out bis 
hand for it, ' Is this private property T 

' Why, yes ; no, it is and it is not,' said Robson, 
looking At the lady, as though to judge whether she 
were attending. ' I only brought it here that Miaa 
Ponsonby might have before her— always a satisfaction 
to a lady, you know, sir — though Miss Fonsonby's 
superior talents for buaineBS quite enable her to com- 
prehend. But our affairs are not what I could wish. 
The Equatorial bubble was most unfortunate ; and that 
nnfortunate young man, who has absconded after a 
long course of embezzlement, has carried off much 
valuable property. I was laying the case before Miss 
Ponsonby, and showing her what amount had been 
fortunately secured.' 

' What is in the pocket-book V asked Louis of Ztfary; 
and, though she was apparently conscious of nothing 
around her, he obtained a direct reply, 

' The vouchers for the shares.' 

' In the Equatorial. Unlucky speculation' — so much 
waste paper,' interrupted Robson. ' Your lordship had 
better let me clear away the trash, which will only com- 
plicate the matter, and distract your nnderstanding.' 

' Thank you ; as you say there has been fraud, I 
should be better satisfied to be able to tell Mr. Dynevor 
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tliat the papers have never been cnit of my baud& I 
will call on yoa early to-morrow.' 

Mr. Robson waited to make many inqoiries for Mr, 
Dynevor's health, and to offer eveiy attention to Lord 
Fitzjooelyn, to introduce him to the Consul, to fincl 
tqmrtments for him, &e. ; bat at last he took leave, 
and Louis was free to tarn to the motionless Mary, 
who liad done nothing all this time but follow him 
with her eyes. - 

All his doabta had returned, and, in tlie crisia of bis 
&te, he stood irresolnte, daring neither to speak nor 
ask, leat feelings sbonld be betjayed which might poison 
her happiness. 

' Is it you V were her first words, as though slowly 
awakening. 

' It is I, come to he whatever you will let me be^' 
be answered, as best be could. 

' Oh, Lonis !' she said, ' this ia too much !" And she 
bid her fikce in her hands. 

' Tell me — one word. Maty, and I shall know what 
to do, and will not haraas nor grieve you.' 

' Grieve me ! You !' exclaimed Maty, in an inex- 
pressibly incredoIouB tone. 

' Enough I It is as it was before I' and he drew her 
into his arms, as unreeistingly as five years ago, and 
his voice sank with intense thankfulness, as he eaid, 
' My Mary — my Mary ! baa He not brought it to 
passf 

The tears came dropping from her eyes, and then ebe 
could speak 

' Iiouis, my dear father withdrew his anger. He 
gave fiill consent and blessing, if you still — ' 

' Then nothing is wanting— all iaj>eaoel' said Louis. 
' Ton know how you are longed for at home—' 

' That you should have come — come all this way t 
That Lord Ormersfield should have spared you !' ex- 
claimed Mary, breaking out into happy little sentences, 
aa her tears relieved her. ' Oh, how far off all my dis- 
tress and perplexity seem now 1 How foolish to have 
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t)een so unhappy when there you were cloae byl But 
you must see Dona Hosita,' cried she, recollecting her- 
self, after an iuterral ; ' I must tell her.' 

Mary hurried iuto another room by a glase door, 
and Louis heard her speaking Spanish, and a languid. 
reply; then returning, she beckoned to him to advance, 
whiapering, ' Don't be surprised, these are the usual 
habits. We can talk before her, she never follows 
EnglisL' 

He could at first see no one, but presently was 
ftware of a grass hammock swung Irom the richly- 
carved beams, and in it something white; then of a 
large pair of black eyes gazing fiill at him with a liquid 
Boft sbtre. He made his bow, and summoned his best 
Spanish, and she made an answer which he understood, 
by the help of Mary, to be a welcome ; then she smiled 
and signed with her head towards him and Mary, and 
said what Mary only interpreted by colouring, as did 
Louis, for such looks and smiles were of all langui^es. 
Then it was explained that only as a relation did she 
admit his Ex^llency el Yisoonde, before her evening 
toilette in her dudos was made — Mary would take 
oare of him. And dismissing them with a graceAiI bend 
of her head, she returned to her doze and her cigarito. 

Mary conducted liouis to the cool, shaded, arched 
doorway, opening under the rich marble cloister of the 
court-yard, where a fountain made a delicious bubbling 
in the centre. She clapped her hands — a little negro 
girl appeared, to whom she gave an order, and presently 
two more negroes came in, bringing magnificent 
oranges and pomegranates, and iced wine and water, on 
a wlver tray, covered with a richly-embroidered nap- 
kin. He would have felt himself in the Alhambra, if 
he could have felt anything but that he was beside 

'Sit down, sit down; you have proved yourself 
Mary enough already by waiting on me. I want to 
look at you, and to hear you. You are not altered !' he 
cried joyfully, as he cbrew her into the full light. 
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' Yon luiTfl your own eyes, sod titat'i your Tery amilo I 
only gromi bsndaomer. ThAt'a all 1' 

She really wa*. She wsa a woman to be handaomer 
at twenty-Beven than at twesty-one; and witJi tlie 
glow of unexpected bliM OT«r h«r fine countenance, it 
did not need a Iotot'b eye to behold her as something 
better than beautiful. 

And for her! who shall tell the marrel of scarcely- 
credited joy, every time she heard the musio of lua 
•oftly-dropped distinct words, and looked up at the 
beloved fiice, perhaps a little leas &ir, with rather lea* 
of the boyish delicacy of feature, but more noble, nM>r» 
defined—as soil and sweet as ever, hot with ajl the 
indecision gone ; all thttt expression that Jiad at timet* 
seemed like weakness. He wae not the mere lad she 
had loved with a guiding motherly love, but a man to 
respect and rely on — raady, collected, dealing widi 
easy oooluess with the person who had domineered 
over that house for years. He was all, and more than 
all, her fondest &ncy had framed ; and coming to her wd 
at the moment of her utmost difficulty, brought to heF 
by the love which she had not dared to confide in nw 
encourage I I4^o wonder that she feared to move, lest dw 
should find herself awakened from a dream too hapf^ 
to last. 

' But oh, Louis,' said she, as if it were almost a 
pledge of reality to recollect a vexation, ' I must teU 
you first, for it will grieve yon, emd we did not take 
ptuns enough to keep him out of temptaticm. That 
unhappy runaway clerk — ' 

' Is safe at CalW,' said Louis, 'and is to help me to 
release you from the meshes they have woven round 
you. «ive for the wuning he sent home, I couiii 
never have shown cause for coming to you, Maryy 
while you would not summon m& That was too bad, 
you know, since yon had the consent.* 

'Thftt was only just at last^' &ltered Maiy. 'It was 
so kind of him, for I had disappointed him so much I' 
. 'What? I know, Mary; iis l«tten kept me inn 
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perpetual fright for the last year ; and not one did yon 
write to poor little Clara to comfort ub.' 

' It was not right in me,' aaid Maiy ; ' but I thought 
it might be so much better for you if you were never 
put in mind of me. I beg your pardon, Louis.' 

' We should have trusted each other better, if people 
would have let ub alone,' said Louis. ' In fact, it w^a 
trust after all It always came back ag^n, if it were 
Beared away for a moment.' 

' 'I'm I began to doubt if I were doing what was 
kind by yon,* said Mary. ' Oh, that was the most dis- 
tresBEng time of all; I thought if I were oat of l^e 
way, you might begin to be h^>py, and I tried to leave 
off thinking about yon.' 

' Am 1 1« thank yon f 

' I eovld not, — that is the truth of it,' said Mary. 
' I was able to keep you out of my mind enough, I 
hope, for it not to be wrong; but aa to putting any 
one else there — I waa forced at last to tell poor papa 
so, when he wanted to send for Mr. Ward ; and then — 
be Baid that if you had been as constant, he supposed 
it must be, and be hoped we should be happy; tuid he 
said you had been a pet of my mother, and that Lord 
Ormerefield had been a real friend to her. It was so 
kind of him, for I know it would have been the greatest 
relieftohismindto leave things in Mr. Ward's ohatge.* 

Mary had been so much obliged to be oontinu^y 
mentioning her father, that, though the loss was still 
very recent, she was habituated to speak of him with 
firmness; and it was an extreme satisfaction to toll all 
her aorrowa, and all the little softening incidents, to 
Louis. Mr. Ponsonby had shown muoh affection and 
gratitude to her during the few closing days of his illneaa, 
and had manifested some tokens of repentance for his 
psBt life ; but there had been so much pain and torpor, 
that there had been little space for refiection, and the 
long previouB decline had not been accepted as a wam- 
' iug. Perhaps the intensity of Mary's prayetB had been 
retnme)) into her bo«om, in the strong blindness of 
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filul lore; for aa she dwelt fondlj on the few signa 
of better things, the narration fell moomAiIly on Looia's 
can, aa that of an unhopefid deathbed. 

An exceeding unwillingness to contemplate death, 
had prevented Mr. Ponaoidty from making a new will 
By one made many yesn t»ck, he had left the whole 
of his property, without exception, to his daoghter, his 
'fint wife having \)een provided for by her mitFrif^ 
•ettlementa; and now, with characteristic indolence 
ftnd selfishness, he had deferred till too late the securing 
any provision &>r hia Limenian wife ; and only when 
he found himself dying, hod he aaid to Mary, ' Yoa 
will take care to provide for poor Bodta !' 

So Mary had found herself heiress to a share in the 
miserably-involved affiurs of Dynevor and Poneonby; 
Mid aa soon as she could think of the fiiture at all, had 
formed the design of settling BoaitA in a convent witii 
a pension, and going herself to England. 

Bat Rodta was not easily to be induced to give up 
her gaieties for a convent life ; and, moreover, there 
waa absolutely such a want of ready money, that Maiy 
did not see haw to get home, though Bobaon assured 
her there was quite enough to live upon as they were 
at present. If or was it possible to dispose of the mines 
and other property without Mr. Dynevor's consent, and 
he might not be in a state to give it. 

The next stroke waa young Madison's sadden dis- 
appearance, and the declaration by Bobaon that he had 
carried off a great deal of property — a disappointment 
to her even greater than the loss. Robson waa profiiae 
in oomplimenta and attentions, but continually deferred 
the statement of afiairs that he hud promiaed ; and Mary 
could not bear to accept thehelpof Mr. Ward, the only 
peraon at hand able and willing to assist her. She had 
at last grown desperate, and, resolved to have something 
positive to write to Mr. Dynevor, as well as not to go 
on living without knowing her means, she had insisted 
on Bobson brin^g his accounts. 

She knew jost enough to be disBatisfied with his 
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'vagne Btatem«itB ; and th« more he praised ber gagaatj, 
Ote iaot« she oaw that he wa» taking advantage of her 
iH&omuice, which he pregnmed to be far greater than it 
reallj «as> At the ver^ momeiLt when she was mmt 
penoaded of his tieaohery, and felt the most lonely and 
deiuJatA — when he was talking fluently, and she was 
SMking to ralHy her spkits, and discover the path of 
rigbt juc^ment, ^rium the wet&re of eo oumy was con- 
oemed — it was then that FU^ocdyn'i voioe was in 
berear. 

She had scarcely explained to Louis why hia ocwoing 
wa«^ if posablo, doubly and trebly welcome, when the 
□egro admitted another guest, whom Bosita receired 
much a» she had done hu predeceeBcr, only with lew 
onrioBity. Mary roee, blushing deeply, and crosaing 
the room held out her hand, and said simply, but with 
Bometldng of apology, ' Mr. Ward, this is Lord liia- 
jocdyn.' 

Mr. Ward laised his eyes to her &ce for one moment. 
' I Dndw«t<uid,' he said, in a low, not quite steady Toice. 
' It is v^ Will you present me V he added, as though 
oolleotiug hims^ like a brare bmu after a blow. 

' Qei« is my kindest friend,' she said, as she con- 
ducted him to Zionis, and they shook hands in the very 
manner she wished to see, learning mutual esteem from 
her. tone amd each othei's aspect. 

' I am <H>rry to have intraded,' said Mr. Ward ' I 
otme in the hope that yon might find Home meuu of 
"Mt^fing me of use to you; and, perhaps, I may yet 
be of some assistance to Lord FHzjocelyn.' 

He enforced the proposal with lo much cordiality, 
aiMl showed se plainly that it would be hia chief pleasure 
and consolation to do anything for Miss Fooecmby, 
that they did not so^jde to take him into their coun- 
a^j and Mavy looked on withexnltingwonder at the 
ability and readiness displayed by Loiiis in the dis- 
onsfston of busineea det^ls, eren with a man whose 
profession they were. In rraiote apaoe, almost beyond 
memoiy, save to enhanoethe present joy of iuU reliance, 
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WMllieoldimoomforttble seiue of bia leaning too mnch 
npon her. To have him acting and thinking for her, 
■od with one touch caTTying off her whole burthea of 
cAre, was comfort and gladnen beyond what she had 
even devised in imagination. The only drawback, 
beeides oompassioii for Mr. Ward, was the shook of 
faeanog of the extent of the treachery of Bobsou, is 
whom her &thw had troated so impUdtiy, and to whom 
he had shown so much &voi]r. 

They agreed that thej woold go to the Consul, and 
ooocert measures ; Majy only begging that Bobsou 
might not be hardly dealt with ; and they went away, 
leaving her to her overwhelming happiness, which b^ait 
to become incredible as soon as Louis was out of sight, 

By-and-by, he came back to the evening meal, when 
Bosita appe^«d, with her uncovered hair in two long, 
unadorned tresses, plaited, and hanging down on each 
shoulder, and arrayed in black robes, which, by their 
weight and coarseneeB, recalled Eastern fashions of 
mourning, which Spain derived from the Moon. She 
attempted a little Spanish talk with El Tisoonde, much 
to his inconvenience, though he was too joyous not to 
be doubly good-natured, especially as he pitied h^, 
and regarded her as a very perplexing charge newly 
laid on him. 

He had time to tell Mary that he was to sleep at the 
Consul's, whence he had sent a note and a messenger 
to fetch Tom Madison, since it appeared that the 
proeeoution, the rumour of which had frightened the 
poor fellow away, had not been actually set on foot 
before he decamped ; and even if it bad been, tliere w^re 
manyunder worse impntationB at large in the Feruviaa 
Bepublic. 

Fitgooelyu had ^tpointed that Bobson should call 
on him early in the morning, and, if he fiuled to detect 
him, intended to confront him with Madison before the 
Consul, when there could be little doubt that his guilt 
would be brought home to him. He found that the 
Consul and Mr. Ward had botli conceived a bad opinion 
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of Bobeon, and had wondered at the amount of con- 
fidence reposed in him ; whereas Madison had been re- 
marked as a young man of more than average intetligence 
and steadiness, entirely free from that vice of gambling 
which was the bane of all claaaes in Spanish South 
America. Mary sighed as she heard Louis speak so 
innocently of * al! classes' — it was too true, as he would 
find to his cost, when he came to look into their aflaira, 
and leam what Bosita had squandered. Next, he asked 
about the other clerk. Ford, of whom Mary knew very 
little ; except that she had heard Robson mention to 
her fiither, when prepc^ing to set out for Ouayaqnil, 
that in the consequent press of business he had engaged 
a new assistant, who had come from Rio as servant to 
a traveller. She had sometimes beard Bobson speak 
in praise of his acquisition, and exalt him above Madi- 
son; and once or twice she had seen him, and fiutmed 
him like some one whom she had known somewhere; 
but she had for many months seldom left her Other's 
room, and knew little of what passed beyond it. 

Louis took his leave early, as he had to examine his 
prize, the pocket-hook, and make up his case before 
confrouting Bobson ; and he told Mary that he should 
refrain from seeing her on the morrow until the ' tug 
of war should be over.' 'Mr. Ward promises to come 
to help me,' he added. ' Eeally, Mary, I never saw a 
more generous or considerate person. I am constantly 
on the point of begging his pardon.' 

' I must thank him some way or other,' said Mary ; 
' his forbearance has been beautiful. I only wish he 
would have believed me, for I always told him the 
plain truth. It would have spared him something ; 
bot nobody would trust my account of you.' 

The morning came, and with it Madison; but pa- 
tient as Fitzjocelyn usually was, he was extremely 
annoyed at finding his precious time wasted by Bobson's 
delay in keeping his appointment. After allowing for 
differing clocks, for tropical habits, and every other 
imaginable excuse for unpunctnaJity, he decided that 
» 2 ,. ■ 
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thm mTUt hATe bean lome mutnlie, mad Mt off to call 
at the ooantdiig-liouM. 

A black port«r opoied the door, and he stepped tor^ 
vard into the inner ro<Hn, wher^ leaning laxily book 
before a drak, ■m<4dng a cigar over his newspaper, 
arrayed in a looae white jaokat, wi1^ open throat and 
■lippered feet, repoeed a gentleman, muc^ transformed 
from the epruoB batier, but not difficult of recognition. 
He started to his feet with equ^ alaoH^ and eonster- 
satiou, and bowed, not committing himself until he 
should see whether he were actually known to his 
lotdahip. Fitxjooeljn was in too great haate to pause 
en this matter, and quickly acknowledging the saluta- 
tion, as if that of a stranger, demanded where Mr. 
Bobaonwaa. 

In genuine surprise and alarm. Ford exclaimed tliat 
be had not seen turn ; he thought he was gone to meet 
liis lordship at the Consular rwidence. Ko 1 oould he 
be at his own bouse t It was cloee by, and the question 
was asked, but tiie Seiior Sobson had gone out tu tiie 
very eariy nioming. Ford looked paler and paler; and 
whUe lioais said he would go and inquire for him at 
Hiss Fonsonby's, offered to go dowu to the Consul's to 
see if he. had arrived there in the meantime. 

Maiy came to meet Louis in' the lala, saying that 
she was afoud that they had not shown sufficient con- 
sideration for poor DoSa Bosita, who resliy had feeling ; 
she had gone early to her convent, and had not yet 
returned, though (jie had been absent two hours. 

Louis had but just explained his perplexity and 
vexation, when the old negro X&vier came in with 
looks of alatm, begging to know whether La Seiiora 
were come in, and excusing himself for having lost 
nght of her. She had not gone to the ooavent, but to 
the cathedi^ ; and he, kneeling in the crowded nave 
while she passed on to one ol the side chapeK bad not 
seen her again, and, after waiting far beyond the usual 
duration of her devotions, bad supposed that she bad 
gone borne unattended. 
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As he finislied his story, there waa a sammons to 
Lord FitzJQCelyn to speak to Mr. Ford ; and on MMy'a 
desiring that he should be admitted, he oame forwvd, 
exclaiming, ' My Lord, he has not b««n at the ConsaVs I 
I beg to state liuit he has the keys of all the valuable* 
ftt the office; nothing is in mjchafgo.' 

Louis turned to consult Mary; but, as if a hombl* 
idea had come over her, she was already apoeding 
through the door of the gvadra, and appearing tikoo 
^ain in a few seconds, she beckoned him, with a coon* 
t^iance of intense dismay, and whispered under her 
breath, 'Louis I Louia ! her jewels are gone 1 Poor 
thing! poor thingi what will beoome of her7 

Mary had more reasons for her frightful BuspicioQ 
than ahe would detain him to hear. BobBon, ^ways 
polite, had been especially so to the young Limenlaa ; 
she had been much left to his aoci^y, and Mary had 
more than once fimoied that they were mote at 
ease in her own absence. She was certain that the 
taya y manto had been frequently employed to enable 
Boaita to enjoy dissipation, when her husband's eon* 
dition would have rendered her public appearaactt 
impOBsible; and at the Opera or on theAlameda, Robetm 
might have had every oji^ortunity of paying her atten- 
tion, and forwardijig her amusemente, There could ba 
no doubt that she had undentood more of their plana 
than had been supposed, had warned him, and shared 
his flight 

Pursuit, capture, and a nunnery would he far greater 
kindness to the poor childish bein^ than leaving her 
to the mercy of a runaway swindler; and all meaanrei 
were promptly taken, Ford throwing himself into tiM 
chase with greater ardour and indignation than even 
Madison ; iat he had trusted to Bobson's grand profes- 
sions that he could easily throw dust into the yoong 
liord's inexperienced eyea, come off with flying colonra, 
and protect his subordinate. If he had changed his 
mind aince the Benora's warning, be had not thought 
it neoesBaiy to inform his confederate ; and Foid wu 
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not odIj furious at the desertion, bat anxious to make 
a merit of his zeal, and enoouraged by having as yet 
wen no sign that be was reci^^msed. 

Beardless of heat and &tigue, Fitgocelyn, Mr. 
Ward, and the two clerks, were indefatigable througk- 
out the day ; but it waa not till near sunset that a 
Spanish ageat of Mr. Ward's brought back evidence 
that a Limenian lady and English gentleman had been 
hastily married by a village padre in the early mom' 
ing ; and Madison shortly after came &'om Callao, 
having traced snch a pair to an American vessel, which 
was long since ont of harboor. It was well that the 
pocket-book had been saved, for it contained securitiea 
to a large amount, which Bobson, after showing to 
Mary to satisfy her, doubtless intended to keep in hand 
ibr such a start as the present Without it, he had 
contrived, as Madison knew, to secure quite suffcieat 
to remove any anxieties as to the Sefiora Boaita owning 
a ffur share of her late husband's property. 

The day of terrible anxiety made it a relief to Mary 
to have any certainty, though she was infinitely 
shocked at the tidings, which Louis conveyed to her 
at once, Mrs. Willis, whom Mr. Ward had sent to be 
her companion, went to her brother in the ontet room, 
and left the lovers alone in the quadra, where Mary 
could fiieely express her grief and disappoiutmeat, her 
sorrow for the insult to her father, and her apprehen- 
fiious for the poor fugitive herself, whom she loved 
lenough to lament for exceedingly, and to recal every 
excuse that could be found in a wretched education, a 
miserable state of society, a childish mind, and religion 
presented to her in a form that did nothing to make it 
lees childish. 

Mary's first recoveiy from the blow waa shown by 
ber remembering how fatigued and heated Louis must 
be; and when she had given orders for refreshment for 
him, and had thus resumed something of her ordinaiy 
frame, he sat looking at her anxiously, and presently 
said, ' And what will you do next, Maiyl' 
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' I cannot toll. Mm. Willis and Mrs. ha-re 

both been asking me very kindly to come to them, but 
I oajinot let Mra. WUlifl stay with me away from her 
ohildreu. Yet it seems hard on Mr. Ward that yon 
should be ooming to me there. I suppose I must go to 

Mrs. ; but I waited to consult you. I had raHier 

be at home, if it were right.' 

' It may easily be made right,' quietly said Louis. 

'Howf asked Mary. 

' Z find,' he continued, 'that the whole affiiir may be 
easily settled, if yon will giro me authority.* 

' I thought I had given you authority to act in my 

' It might be simplified.' 

■ Shall I sign my name V 

'Yes — once — to make mine youra. If your claims 
-are mine, I can take much better care of the Dynevor 
interest.' 

Mary rested her cheek on her hand, and looked at 
him with her grave steady face, not very much discom- 
posed after the firet glimpse of his meaning. 

'Will you, Mary 1" 

' You know I will,' she said. 

' Then there is no time to be lost Let it be to- 
morrow. Yes'— going on in the quiet deliberate tone 
that made it so difficult to interrupt him — ' then I could, 
in my own person, negotiate for the sale of the mines. 
I find there is an ofier that Robson kept secret. I 
could wind up the aooounta, see what can be saved for 
the Northwold people, and take you safe home by the 
end of a fortnight.' 

' Oh, Louis I' cried Mary, almost sobbing, ' this will 
not do. I cannot entangle you in our ruinous affiiirs.' 

' Inanffioient objections are consent,' said Louis, 
smiling, ' Do you trust me, Maryf 

' It is of no use to aak.' 

' You think I am not to be trusted with afiairs that 
have become my own! I believe I am, Mary. You 
know I must do my utmost for the Dynevors; and I 
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assure jon I see my way. I hare no reaaonaiUe doubt 
of clearing off ftll future liabilitiw. Ton nteftu to let me 
arrange 1' 

'Ycb; but—' 

' Thea vbf not obviate all awkward ntaatums at 
once I' 

'My &ther! Ton should not ask H, Loois.' 

' I would not hasten you, but for the soke o£ mj own 
&ther, Mary. He is growing oli^ and I oould not 
have left iiiia for anytking but tbe hope of briaging 
him his own chosMi daughter. I want yon to hdp ne 
take care of him, and we most Bot leave him alone to 
the long evenings and cold winds.' 

Mary was yielding — * I must not keep ycm &om him,' 
she said, 'but to-morrow — a Sunday, too — ' 

'Ah! Mary, do you want gaiety } Nojifi^ oanr- 
not have it in a holy plaoa, let it at least have the <k^- 
secration of the day — let us have fifty-two wedding- 
days a year in^iead oi ooe. Iud«e<^ I voold not press 
you, but that I oould take care of you so mudi bettw; 
and it b sot as if our acquaintance had not begon^ 
how long ago — twenty-Beven years, I think V 

' Settle it as you likV ^e managed to aay, with a 
great flood of team — but what soft bright tean I ' I 
trust you.' 

He saw she wanted solitude; he only stayed for a 
few words of eantest thanks, and the apsunmoe that 
secrecy and quietness would be best aaaored by aptei. 
' I wUl come back,' he said, ' when I have seMi to tJie 
urangemeai And there is one thing I maab da fiist, 
one poor fellow who must not be left in BUfpanse maiy 
loager.' 

Tired as he ou^t to have been, he lightly oroaead 
the aaia to the room ^^>ropriated to huainew, where 
he had deaired the two derka to wait for him, and 
vhere Tom Madiaon stood against the wall, with 
folded arms, while Ford lounged in a diaemgaged 
attitude on a chair, but rose alert and re^taotful at 
hie appearance. 
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Louis aAed one or two necessaiy questioiu on the 
ouBtodj of the office for the night and ensuing day, and 
Ford made repeated aaeuranoee that nothing would be 
found miaaing that had been left in his chai^. 'I 
b^eve yon, Mr. DeJaford,' sud Fitzjocelyu, qoiatly. 
' I do not think the lower apedes of fraud was «tw in 
your style.' 

Deh^ord tried to open hia lipa, but visibly ^mmIc 
Louie answered, what h« had not yet eaid, ' I do not 
intend to expoeo yon. I think you had what eztmse 
neglect can give, and nnleee I should be called <« ood- 
BcioitioiiBly to speak to yonr character, I ahall leave 
you to make a new one.' 

Delaford b^an to atammw out thaoks, and pro- 
misee of expluniog the whole of Bobaon's peculatiooa 
(little he know the whole (^ them). 

' There is one earnest of your return to nnoerity 
that I require,' said Louis. 'Explain at once the 
degree d your acquaintance with Charlotte Arnold.' 

Toin Madiaon still stood moody — a&oting net to 
hev. 

' Oh I my Lord, I did not know that you were in- 
terested in that young pencn.' 

' I uu int^-eeted whwe innooenoefaaa been ouiligned,' 
said Louie, atemly. 

■ I am sure, my Lord, nothing baa ever passed ai; 
which the most particular need take umbrage,' ex- 
claimed Delaford. ' If Mr. Madison will recolleot, I 
mentioned nothing as the most festidious need — ' 

Mr. Madison would not hear. 

' Ymi only inferred that eJie had not been Inaenmble 
to your attractions f 

' Why, indeed, my Lord, I flatter myself that in my 
time I have had the happineea of not being unpleasing 
to the sex,' said Delaford, with a sigh and s aimper. 

' It is a mortiiying question, but you owe it to the 
young woman to answer, whether she gave yon any 



' No, my Lord. I must.oonfegs that she always spoke 
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of a prerioos attachment, and da^«d mj earlier hopes 
to the ground.' 

' And the book of poems ! How oune that to be in 
yonr possession?' 

Ddaford confessed that it had been a little tribute, 
returned upon his hands by the young lady in question. 

' One question more, Mr. Delaford : what was the 
&ot aa to her lending you means for your voyage T 

Delaford was not easily brought to confesdon on this 
head; but he did at lengthown that he had gone in great 
tlistrera to Charlotte, and had appealed to her bounty; 
but he distinctly acknowledged that it was not in the 
capacity of suitor ; in &ct, as he ended by declaring, 
he had the [deasure of sayii^ that there was no yonng 
person whom he esteemed more highly than Mieb 
Arnold, and that she had never given him the least 
enoonragement, such as need distmss the happy man 
who bad secured her affections. 

The happy man did not move till Delaford had left 
the room, when Louis walked up to him and said, ' I can 
further tell you, of my own knowledge, that that good 
-girl refused large wages, and a lady's-maid's place, 
partly because she would not live in the same house 
with that man; and she has worked on with a fitithfiil 
affection and constancy, beyond all praise, as the single 
servant to Mr. and Mrs. Frost in their diatreaa.' 

' Don't talk to me, my Lord,' cried Tom, turning 
-away; * I'm the most unhappy man in the wi^ld !' 

' I did not ask you to shake hands with Delaford to- 
night. You will another day. Heiaonlyavainooxoomb, 
and treated yon to a little of his conceit, with, perhaps, a 
taste of spite at a Buccesgful rival ; but he has only shown 
yon what a possession yon have in her.' 

'Yon don't know what Fve done, my Lord. I 
have written her a letter that she can never for^^ve!' 

* Yon don't know what I've done, Ttan. I posted 
ft letter by the mail just starting &om Callao — 
a letter to Mr. Frost, with a hint to Charlotte that 
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yon were labotuing under a IHtle delusion; I knew, 
firom yoor firet nanration, that Ford could be no other 
than my old friend, shorn of his beams.' 

' That letter—' still muttered Tom. 

' She'll forgive, and like you all the better for having 
aSbrded her a catastrophe, Tom. You may write by 
the next mail ; imlesB, what is better still, yon come 
home with ns by the same, and speak for youraelt If 
I am your master then, I'll give you the holiday. Tea, 
Tom, it was important to me to clear up your counte- 
nance, for I want to bespeak yonr services to-morrow 
as my fiiend.' 

' My Lord !' cried Tom, aghast ' If you do require 
any such service, though I should not have thought it, 
there are many nearer your own rank, officers and 
gentlemen fitter for an a&ir of the kind. I never 
knew anything about fire-arms, mnce I gave up poach- 
ing.' 

* Indeed, Tom, I am very tar from intending to dis- 
pense with your servicee. I want you to guide me to 
procure the required weapon I' 

' Surely,' said Tom, with a deep, relcctant sigh, 'you 
never crtMsed the Isthmus without one? 

' Yee, indeed, I did ; I never saw the party there 
whom I should have liked to challenge in this way. 
Why, Tom, did you really think I had eome out to 
Pern to fight a duel on a Sunday morning V 

'That's what comes of livii^ in this sort of place. 
Duels are meat and drink to the people here,' said 
Tom, ashamed and relieved, ' and there luve been those 
who told me it was all that was wanting to make me 
a gentleman. But in what capaoily am I to serve you, 
my Lord r 

' In the first place, tell me where I may procure a 
wedding-ring I Yes, Tom, that's the weapon ! You've 
no objection to being my friend in that capaoityT 

Tom's astonished delight went beyond the bounds of 
expression, and therefore was compressed into an 
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almost grim ' Whaterer yon will, my Lord ;' bat two 
hot tears wiere gasliing from hia eyes. He dai^od tbem 
away, and added, ' What a fool I am I Yoa'll believa 
me, my Lord, though I can't speaJc, that, thou^ there 
may be many nearer and m(»e your eqaals, there's 
none on eartli more glad and h^>pj to see you eo, than 
myself' 

' I believe it, indeed, Tom; shake hands, to witdi me 
joy; I am i^ht glad t« have one here fbem Ormms- 
lield, to make it more home-like. For, though it is k 
hurry at last, you can guess what she has been to me 
from the first. Enowing her thoroughly has been oim 
of the many, many benefits that Fen^ dell eon&rred 

There was no time £:v more flian to emjoin Bile&o& 
Louis had to hurry to the Consul and the Chaplain, and 
to OTeroc»ne their astonishment. 

On the other hand, Mary was, as usual, seeking 
and reooverii^ the balance of her startled spirits in 
her own chamber. She saw the matter wisky and 
simply, and had full confidenoe in Louis, with such a 
yearning for his protection that, it may be^ the strange 
suddenness of the proposal cost her the less. She came 
forUi and announced her intention to Mis. Willis, who 
was inclined to resent it as den^tory to the dignity 
of wtWBUUibood, and the privil^es of a bride ; bat Mary 
smiled aud answered that, ' when he had taken so mu<^ 
trouble for her, she could not give him any more by 
tilings of that sort. She most be as little in his way 
as possible.' 

And Mrs. Willis sighed, and pitied her, but was 
glad that she should be off her poor brother's niiiid an 
soon as might be, and was glad to resign her task of 
chaperoning her. 

Only three persons beyond the Consul's &mily knew 
what was about to happen, when Miss Ponsonlrf, in 
her deep mourning, 'attended the mranisg serrioe in 
the large hall at the Oonsul-honae ; and sodi eyoe 



M wen directed towards the baadtcaae Btnuiger, 
only gaied at the unwonted spectacle of an English 
nobleman, not with the more eager curiosity that 
would have been attached to >iim had all been 

Mr. W«rd lingered a few moments, and begged for 
one word with Misa -Fonsonby. She could not but 
comply, and came to meet him, Uushing, but com- 
posed, in that Bimjde, fisnk kindness which only wished 
to Kifbeit the disappointment. 

' Mary,' ha said, ' I am not eome to harass you. 
I have dcute so long enough, and I would not have 
tormented yon, but on that one head I did not do 
jiu^oe to your jadgmeiri I see now how yain my 
hope va& 1 am glad to have met him — I am glad to 
know how worthy of yon he is, and to have seen you 
in such hands.' 

' You are very hind to apeak so,' said Mary. 

' Yes, Mary, I could not have borne to part with 
yon, if I were not convinced that he is a good man ae 
well ae an abl« man. I might have known that you 
wonld not choose otherwise. I shall see your name 
among the great ladies c£ the land Z come to say 
aometiung ebe. I wished to thank yon for the many 
luippy hours I have spent with yon, though you never 
fiff a noment trifled with me. It was I who deceived 
myself Qood-bye, Mary. Perhaps yon will write to 
my sister, and let her know of your arrival.' 

'I will write to yon, if you please,' said Mary. 

'It will be a great pleasure,' he said, earnestly. 
'And will you let me be of any uae in my power to 
yon and I^rd Fit^ocelyn }' 

' Indeed, we shall be most grateful. Ton have been 
« moat kind and forbearing Mend. I should like to 
know that you were happy,' said Mairy, lingering, and 
banlly knowing what to say. 

' My little nieces are fond enough of their uncle. 
My sister wonis me. In short, you need not vex 
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yourself Kbout me. Some day, vhea I am an old man, 
I may come and bring yon news of Lima. Meanwhile, 

you will Bometimea wear this bracelet, and remember 
that you have an old friend. I shaJl call mi Lord 
Titzjocelyn at the office to-morrow, and see if we can 
find any clue to Bobson'a retreat. Good-bye, and 
blessings on you, Maiy.' 

Mary rejoined Louie, to speak to him of the kind 
and noble man who so generously and resolutely bore 
the wreck of his hopes. They w^ked up and down 
together in the cool shade of iiie trees in the Consul's 
garden, and they spoke of the unselfishness which 
seemed to take away the smart from the wound of 
disappointment. They spoke sometimes, but the day 
was for the most part spent in the sweetness of pen- 
sive, happy silence, musing with full hearts over thiq 
crowning of their long deferred hopes, and not without 
prayer that the same protecting Hand might guide 
them, as they should walk together throng life. 

By-and-by Mary disappeared. She would perhaps 
have preferred her ordinary dress — but the bridal 
white seemed to her to be due both to I^uia and to the 
solemn rite and mystery ; and when the time came, 
nbe met him, in her plain white muslin and long veil, 
confined by a few sprays of real orange flowers, beneath 
which her calmly noble &ce was seen, simple and 
collected as ever, forgetting in her earnestness all 
adjuncts that might have been embarrassing or dis- 
tressing. 

The large hall was darkening with twilight, and the 
flowers and branches that decked it showed gracefrtlly 
in the subdued light. Prayer and praise had lat^r. 
echoed there, and I^ouis and Maty could feel tliat He 
was vrith them who blessed the pair at Caua, Sax 
distant as they were from their own church — their 
own home. Yes, tbe Church, their mother, their home, 
was with them in her sacred ritual and her choice 
blessings, and their conscienceB were free from self-vrill, 



HATHEK SDDDEK, 



S51 



or Belf-pleasing, sucli as would have put &r &om them 
the preoiouB gifts promieed in the name of their 
Lord. 

When it was over, and they first raised their eyes 
to one another's &oes, each bdield in the other a look 
of entire thankful content, not the less perfect because 
it was grave and peaoefiiL 

* I think tnanuna would be quite happy,' said 
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ToTD, Angelma, erer dnr, 

Uy chumeT, turn to sea 
Hj own, thy loag-lo«t Edwin hen, 

Keatored to lore and thee. 

GrOLDSIOTH. 

LOBD OBMEBSFIELD sat alone in the libraiy, 
wbem the fire burnt more for the sake of chec^ 
fnlneas than of -warmth. His eyes wen weary with 
reading, and, tAking off his spectncles, he turned his 
chair awar from the table, aud sat gazing into the fire, 
giving aadience to dreamy thoughts. 

He missed the annny &ce ever prompt to watch his 
moods, and find or make time for the cheerful word 
or desultory chat which oflen broke and refreshed 
drier oooapation. He remembered when he had h&rdly 
tolerated the glass of fiowers, the scrape of drawing 
the unbusinesslike books at his son's end of the table ; 
but the room looked dull without them now, and he 
-wiis ready to own the value of the grace and finish of 
life, hindering the daily taak from absorbing the whole 
man, as had been the case with himself in middle lifa 

Somewhat of the calm of old age had begun to fall 
on the Earl, and he had latterly been wont to think 
more deeply. These trifies could not have spoken to his 
heart save for their connexion with his son ; and even 
Louis's tastes would have worn out with habit, had it 
not been for the radiance permanent in his own mind, 
namely, the thankful, adoring love that finds the tme 
brightnees in " whatsoever things are pure, whatsoever 
things are lovely, whatsoever things are of good re- 
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port.' This Bpirit it was which had kept hia heart 
fresh, hia spirit fonthiiil, and changed constitutional 
Tereatility into a power of hear^ adaptation to the 
least congenial tastes. 

Oentleuess, affection, humility, and refinement were 
in his natnre. Mra. Frost had trained these qualities 
into die beanty of Christian graces ; and Mra. Fon- 
Boahy and her daughter had taught him to bring his 
high principles to supply that which was wanting; 
Indolence of will, facility of disposition, unsteadiness 
of purpose, inconsiderate impulses without perseve- 
rance, had all betokened bxl inherent weakness, which 
the Earl's cure, ambition, had been powerless to re- 
medy ; but duty had been eSectnal in drawing strength 
oat of what had been feeble by nature. It was reli- 
gion that had made a man of Louis; and hia father saw 
and owned it, no longer as merely the woman's guide 
in life and the man's resource chiefly in death, to be 
respected and moderately attended to, bnt never so as 
to interfere unreasonably with the world. No ; he had 
leamt that it was the only sure and sound moving- 
spring : he knew it as hia son's strengthening, brighten- 
ing thread of life ; and began to perceive that his own 
course might have been less gloomy and lees harsh, 
devoid of such dark stranda, had he held the right clue. 
The contrast brought back some lines which, without 
marking, he had heard Louis and his aunt reading 
together; and, albeit little wont to look into his son's 
books, he was so much haunted by the rhythm that he 
roa« and searched them out — 

Yes, mark liim well, je oold and proud. 
Bewildered in t. heartlera crowd. 
Starting and tomiDg pole 
At nimoiir'a angry din : 
No Btorm can now tmaH 
The charm he beuB within. 
Bejoicing still, and doing good. 
And with the thought of God imbned, 

Toi n. fA . 
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No glare of high attain, 

No gloom of voe or wan^ 
The radiance may abate. 

Where Heaven deliglila to haunt. 
The description went to his heart, ao well did it 
agree with Louis. Yet there wag a sad feeling, for the 
Boutfa American mail bod been some dftys due, and he 
bad not heard of his son since he waa about to land at 
Callao. Five months was a long absence; and as the 
chances of Mlure, disappointment, climate, disease, and 
shipwreck arose before him, he marvelled at himself 
for having oonsented to peril his sole treasure, and even 
fimoied t£at a solitary, childless old age might be the 
penalty in store for having waited to be led heaven- 
ward by his son. 

It was seldom that the Earl gave way; and, re- 
proaching himself for his weakness, he roused himself 
and rang the bell for better light. There was a move- 
ment in the house, and for some moments the bell was 
not answered ; but presently the door was opened. 
' Bring the other lamp.' 
' Yes, my Lord.' 

The slow, soft voice did not belong to Frampton. 
He started up, and there stood Louis ! 

'My dear father,' he said; and Lord Ormera£eld 
sprang up, grasped his son's hand, and laid the other 
hand on his shoulder, but durst ask no questions, for 
the speedy return seemed to bespeak that he had foiled. 
He looked in Louis's face, and saw it fiill of emotion, 
with dew on the eyelashes ; but suddesly a sweet arch- 
ness gleamed in the eyes, and he steadied his trembling 
lip to Bay with a smile, 
'Lady Fitzjocelyn !' 

And that very moment Mary was in Lord Ormers- 
field's arms. 

' My children I my dear children, happy at last I 
God bless you ! This is all I ever wished 1' 

He held a hand of each,uid looked from one to the 
other till Ma^ turned away to hide her tears of joy; 
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and Louis, with his eyee still moist, began talking, to 
give her time to recover. 

'Too will forgive our not writing) We landed 
this morning, fouud the last mail was not come in, and 
could not help coming on. We knew you would be 
anxious, and IJiought you would not mind the suddeU- 

' No, indeed,' said his &ther ; ' if all surpriaee were 
like this one ! But you are the loser, Mary. I am 
afraid this is not the reception for a bride !' 

' Mary has dispensed with much that belongs to a 
bride,' said Louis. ' See here ! ' and, seizing her hand, 
he began pulling off her glove, till she did it for him ; 
' did you ever see such a wedding-ring 1 — a great, solid 
thing of Femvian gold, with a Spanish posy inside !' 

' I like it,' said Mary ; ' it shows ' 

' "What you are worUi, eh, Mary t Well ! here we 
are I It seems real at last I And you, father, have 
you been well T 

'Yes, well indeed, now T have you both ! But how 
came you so quickly) You never brought her acrom 
the Isthmus V 

' Indeed I did. She would come. It was her first 
act of rebellion ; for we were not going to let yon 
meet the frosts alone — the October fi^Dsts, I mean ; I 
hope the Dynevor Frosts are all right )' 

Frampton was here seen at the open door, doubtful 
whether to intrude; yet, impelled bj necessity, as he 
caught Fitgocelyn'a eye, he, hesitating, said — 

'My Lord, the SpanicJi gentleman !' 

'The greatest triumph of my lifeC cried Louis, 
actually clapping his hands togetherwith ecstacy, to the 
butler's extreme astonishment. 

' Why, Frampton, don't you know him f 

' My Lord 1 1 1' 

' Let me introduce you, then, to— Mr. Thomas Madi- 
son r and, as Frampton still stood perplexed, looking 
at the fine, foreign-looking man, who was keeping in 

Ai.2 
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the backsroand, boned with th« luggage, Louis ooi^ 
tinned, 'You cttimot cndit Boch a murel of Peru 1' 

' Tormg Hadison, my Loid I' repeated Frampton, 
■lowlv ooming to hi* Mnaea. 

<No other. He has done I^dy Fitzjooelyn and all 
of ni infinite serrioe,' continued Louis, quickly, to 
prevent Uaditon's reoeption from receiving a fi^ in 
proportion to the grandeur of the first in^neasion. 
■ He is to stay here for a short tinie before going to 
his appoiutment at Bristol, in Mr. Ward's counting- 
house, vith a salary of £180. I ahall be much obliged 
if you will make him welcome.* 

AodjTetumiiigin his glee to the library, tiouis found 
Mary eyplaiuing how ' a gentleman at lima,' who had 
long prgfeaeed to covet so good a clerk as Madison, had, 
on the break-up of their fine, ofiered hiin a confiden- 
tial poet, for which he was well fitted by bis know- 
ledge of the Spanish language and the South Ameri- 
can trade, to receive the cargoes sent home. ' In 
truth,' stud Louis, coming in, ' I bad reason to be proud 
of my pupil. We could never have found our way 
through the acoonnta without bim ; and the old Cor- 
nish man, whom we sent for from the mines, gave testi- 
mony to him such as will do Mr. Holdsworth's heart 
r£ But nothing is equal to Framptou's taking him 
a Spanish rtonf 

' And poor Delaford's witness was quite as much to 
his credit,' said Mary. 

' Ay I if Delaford had not been equally willing to 
depose against him when he was the apparent Catiline !' 
■aid Louis. ' Poor Celaford I he was very useful to 
us, after all ; and I should be glad to know he Itad a 
better &te than going off to the diggings with a year's 
saluy in his pocket 1' * 

* Then everything is settled V asked his father. 

* A recent wriler rolatea Hut he ibund tbs near relation of a 
nobleman guuiug B actuit? livslihood m eboe- block mt the diggiuga. 
(jueiy. Might Dot thu be Mr. Delaford t 
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' Almost ereiTthing. The mines are off our It&nds, 
and the tntusfer will be completed ae soon as Oliver 
has sent his signature; and there's quite eaough Baved 
to make them very oomfortable. You have told me 
nothing of them jetT 

' They are all very well JameB has been oomlog 
here twice a-week since I have been at home, and has 
been very attentive and pleasant ; but I have not been 
at the Terrace much. There never was such a housefull 
of children, Oliver's room is the only place where one 
is safe from fidling ov^ two or three. However, they 
seem to like it^ and to think, the more the better. 
James OMne over here the morning after the boy was 
bom, as much delighted as if he had had any prospects.' 

' A boy at last ! Poor Mr. Dynevor 1 Does he take 
it as an insist to his raiafortnnea ¥ 

' He seems as well pleased as they ; ftnd, in &ct, 1 
hope the boy may not, after all, be unprovided for. 
Mr. Mansell wrote to ofTer to be godfather, and I 
thought I could not do otherwise than ask him to stay 
here. I am glad I did so, fn- he told me that now he 
has seen for himself the noble way they are going on 
in, he has made up his mind, He has no relation 
nearer than Isabel, and he means to make his will in 
favour of her son. He asked whether I would be a 
trustee ; bat I said I was growing old, and had little 
doubt you would be glad enougL You will have 
plenty of such work, Louis. It is very dangerous 
to be known as a good man-of-butdness, and good- 
natured.' 

' Pray, how does Jem bear it f 

' With tolerable equanimity. It maybe many years 
before the child is affected by it, if Mrs. Mansell has 
it for her life. Besides, James is a wiser man than he^ 
used to be.' 

' Qe has been Bomewhat like Bobinson Crusoe's old 
goat,' said Louis. ' Poor Jem 1 the fall and the scanty 
&re tamed him. I liked him so well before, that I 
did not know how much better I was yet to like him. 
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Maiy, yoa must see his workhoiue. Giving ap his 
time to it as lie does, he does isfinite good there.' 

'Tea, Mr. Caloott says that he lives ia fear of 
some one offering him a living,' said Lord Onuers- 
field. 

' And the dear old Giraffe T said Louis. 

' Clara 1 She is looking almost bandaome. I wish 
some good man would many her. She would mftke 
an excellent wifa' 

' I am not ready to spare her yet,' said Mary; ' I 
must make acquaintance with her before any exoellent 
i^an carries her off' 

' But there is a marriage that will surprise you,' said 
the Earl; 'your eldest oousin, whose name I can never 
remember — ' 

' Virginia,' cried Louis. ' Captain Lonsdale, I hope V 

' What could have made you fix on hint V 

' Because the barricades could not have been in vain, 
and he was an excellent fellow, to whom I owe a great 
deal of gratitude. He kept my aunt's terrors in 
abeyance most gallantly; and little Virginia drank in 
his words, and built up a hero 1 But how was it }' 

' You remember that Lady Conway would not take 
oar advice, and stay quietly at home. On the first 
steamer ahe fell in with this captain, and it seems that 
she was helpless enough, withoat her former butler, to 
be very gratelul to him for managing her passports and 
conducting her through Germany. And the conclusion 
wsfl, that she herself had encouraged him so &r, th&t 
she really had not any justification in refusing when 
he propoeed far the young lady, as he is fiurly pro- 
vided for.' 

' My poor aunt t No one ever pities her when she 
is 'hoist with her own petard f I am glad poor Vir- 
ginia is to be happy in l^r own way.* 

' I shall send my coi^ratulations to-morrow,' said 
the Earl, smiling triumpl^ntly, ' and a piece of intelli- 
gence of my own. At H. B. M. Consul's, Lima — what 
day was it, Louis f 
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Maiy ran away to take off her boanet, as muoli Hur- 
prised hy the Earl's mirth as if she had seen piimrosea 
in December. Yet such blosaouiB ate sometimes 
tempted forth ; and affection was breathing something 
like a second spring on the life so long unnataraUy 
chilled and blighted. If his shonlderB were bowed, his 
figure had lost much of its rigiditj; and though his 
locks were thinned and whitened, and his count^umce 
slighdf aged, yet the soilened look and the more fre- 
quent smile had smoothed away the sternness, and given 
gentleness to bis dignity. 

So sooner was she out of the room than Ijvrd 
Ormersfield asked, ' And what hare you done with, the 
Spanish woman)' '. 

The answer excited a peal of laughter, which madd 
Louis stand aghast, both at such unprecedented meniJ 
ment and at the cause; for hitherto he had so entirely 
felt with Mary, as aerer to have seen the ludiorona 
aspect of the elopement. Presently, howover, he was 
amused by perceiving that his £ither not merely re- 
garded it as a relief from an embarrassing charge, but 
as an entire acquittal for his own conscience for any 
slanders he had formerly believed of Dona Bosita. 

Louis briefly exphuned that, the poor lady being 
provided for by Bobson's investments in America, he 
Ikad thonght it right that the Fonsonby share of th« 
firm should hear the loss through these embezzle- 
ments; and he had found that h« extravi^anoe had 
made such inroads on the proper^, that while the 
Dynevor share (always the Iqigest) lesalted in a fair 
competence, Louis had saved nothing out of the wreck 
of the Ponsonby afikirs hut Mary herself ' Can you 
excuse it, father f he said, with all the old d^onmairt 



' You will never be a rich man, Louia You and 
she will have some cares, hut — ' and his voice grew 
thick — ' you are rich in what makes life happy. You 
have left me nothing more to ask or wish for 1' 

' Except that I may be worthy of her, &ther. Yoa 
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first taught me how she ought to be loved. Ton h«ve 
been rery patient witli me all this time. I feel as if 
I muM thuik you for her — ' and then, ohanf^g his tone 
as ahe opened the door — ' Look at her uoir she has h^ 
bonnet off — does not she look naturalf 

' I am Bore I feel bo,' said Maiy. ' Ton know thia 
always seemed more like home than anything else.' 

' YeB, and now I do feel sure that I have yon at 
last, Mary. That Moorish caatle of yonrs used to 
make me a&aid of wakening : it was so much fitter 
for Isabel's fantastic Yiscoont. By-the-bye, has she 
brou^t that book outf 

<0h, yes; and James is nearly as proud of it as he is 
of his son. He actually wanted me to read it 1 He 
tells me it is selling very well, and I hope it may really 
bring them in Bom«rthing.' 

' Now, ttien — there's the tea. Sit down, Hary, and 
look exactly as you did the morning I came home and 
found you.* 

Tm a&aid I cannot,' said Mary, looking up in his 
fitoe with an arch, deprecating expression. 

'Whynotf 

'Don't you know that I am so much happierf 

Before break&at next morning Fitzjocetyn mnst 
visit his &nn, and Mary must come with h™. 

How delicinos was that English morning after th^ 
Toyage; the slant rays of the snn silvering the turf, 
and casting rainbows across the gossamer threads from 
one brown bent to another; the harvest fields on the 
slopes dotted with rich sheaves of wheat; the coppicM, 
in their summer glory, here and there touched with the 
gold of early antunm, and the slopes and meadows bright 
with Evely green, a pleasant change for eyes fresh from 
the bare, rugged mountain-side and the rank unwhole- 
some vegetation of Panama. Shaggy little Scottish 
oxen were feeding on the dewy grass, their black coats 
looking sleek in the sun beyond the long shadows of 
the thorns; but as Maiy sai<^ laughing, ' Only Farmer 
Fitxjooelyn's cattle caqie h»% now;' and she. stopped 
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more than onoe to be introduced to Bome notable 
animal, or to hear the history of experiments in &tting 
beaata. 

' There ! they have found you ont I That's for yon,' 
said Lonis, as a merry peal of bells broke out ftx>m the 
church tower, and came joyoualy up through the tran- 
quil air. ' Yes, Ormersfield, you are greeting a &iend I 
You may be very glad, old place I I wish Mr. Holds- 
worth would come up to break&at I In it too wet for 
you this way, MaiyF 

Thia way was into Femydel), and Maiy answered, 
' Oh, no — no ; it is where I most wanted to go with 
you. We have never been there together since — ' 

' No, yoa never would walk with me after I could 
go alone r said Louie, with a playful tone of reproach, 
veiling deep feeling. 

In silence he handed her down the rod^ stepa, 
plunging deeper among the hazels and rowan-trees^ 
then pausing, he turned aside the luxuriant leaves of 
a tuft of huliBtongue, tind showed her, cut on a stone, 
veiled both by the verdure and the form of the rock, 
the letters — 

DeoGntiM, 
L. F. 1847. 

' I like thatr was all that Mary's fall heart allowed 
her to my. 

' Yes,' said Louis, ' I feel quite as thankful for the 
accident as for the preservation.' 

' And that dear mamma was with us,' added Maiy. 
' Between her and yon, it was a blessing to us all I 
see these letters ore not new; you must have cut them 
out long ago.' 

'As soon as I could get here without help,* he 
answered. * I thought I should be able to find the 
very spot where I lay, by remembering the cross which. 
the bare moontain-ash boughs made against the sky; 
but by that time they were all leaf and flower; and 
now, do yon see, there they ar^ with the finit just 
formed and blushing.' 
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* Like other thinga,* said Muy, reaching after tha 
■pray; ' once all bloBBom, now — ' 

' Fruit very unripe,' as he iaid, between a smile and 
a sigh ; ' but there is some encouragement in the world 
after all, and every project of mine has not tamed out 
like my two specimens of oopper ore. Ton remember 
them, Mary, and our firet encounter.' 

'Remember itl' said Mary. 'I don't think I forget 
a day of that aummer.* 

' What I brought you here for,' said Louis, ' waa *o 
ask you to let me do what I have long wislied — ^to let 
me put the letter M herel* 

' I think you might hare done it without leave,' said 

' So I might at first, but by the time I came here 
again, Mary, you hod become in my estimation ' a little 
more than kin,' and less than — no, I wont say that, 
but one could not treat you as oomfwtably as Clara, 
I lost a cousin one August day, and never found her 

' If ever f 

'Never — ^but the odd thing is, that I ouinot believe 
that what I did find has been away theee seven years.' 

' Yes, that ia very strange,' said Mary ; ' I have 
felt it so. We do seem to understand and guees 
each other's thoughts as if we had been going ou 
together all this time. I believe it is because yon 
gave me the first impulse to think, and taught me 
the way.' 

' And I know who first taught me to think to &ay 
purpose,' said Louis, smiling. ' Bat who is this de- 
scending on usT 

It was the Spanish gentleman, reddening all over at 
such an encounter, in mid-career towards her at the 
Terrace, and muttering something, breathless and 
almost surly, about begging pardon. 

' Look here, Tom,' said Louis, lifting the leaves to 
ehow the letters. 'That is all I ever could feel 
OQ that matter, and so should yoa. There, no more 
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about it, — you want to be on your way; and tell 
Mr. Froat that we shall be at Northwold in the 
afternoon.' 

About half on hour after, Clara was delicately blow- 
ing the dust out of the wreath of forget-mo-aots on the 
poroelain shepherdeeB's hat, when a shriek resoauded 
through the houae, and, baJ-ely eaving the Arcadian in 
her start, she rushed downstairs. James, in hiB xhirt- 
aloeres, was already on his way to the kitchen. There 
Kitty was found, too much frightened to ran away, 
making hinges with the toasting-fork at a black- 
bearded figure, who held in his arms Charlotte Arnold, 
in a fit of the almost forgotten hysterica. The work- 
house girl shrieked for the police ; Jane was at Master 
Oliver's door, prepared for flight or defence ; Isabel 
stood on the stairs, with her baby in her arms, and 
her little fiock clinging to her skirts, when Clara 
darted back, laughing too much to speak distinctly, 
as she tried to explain who the ro^an really was. 
' And Louis is coming, and Mary I Oh 1 Isabel, he 
has her at last ! Oh I Jem t Jem I did we ever want 
dear granny so mneh I I always knew it would oome 
right at last I Jane, Jane, do you hear, Lord Fitz- 
jocelyn is married ! Let me in; I must go and tell 
Uncle Oliver I' 

James looked at Isabel, and read in her smile 
Clara's final acquittal from all suspicions beneath the 
dignity of both. Uncle Oliver would have damped her 
joy, had it been in his power. He gave op his afEairs 
as hopeless, as soon as ho found that young Fitn- 
jocelyn had only made them an excuse for getting 
marned, and he was so excessively angty with her for 
being happy, that she found she must oarry her joyous 
fiuie out of lus sight. 

It was not easy to be a dignified steady govemeea 
that morning, and when the lessons were finked, she 
coold have danced home all the way. She had scarcely 
reached the Terrace gate, when the well-known sound 
of the wheels was heard, and in another moment she 
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waa between tbe two dear couaina ; Fit^oceljn's eyes 
dancing with gladsomencBB, and Maty'a broad tranquil 
brow and frank kindly uuile, &ee from tbe abadow of 
a aio^e cloud 1 Clara's beart leapt np witb joy, joy 
fidl and unmixed, the ^erdon of Uie spirit untouched 
by vanity or aelfiabneaa, without one taint that could 
have mortified into jealous, diaappointed pain. It was 
bliss to one of those whom she loved best; it was tbe 
winning of a brother and sister, and perhaps Clara's 
life bad never bad a happier moment 

Lord Ormei^eld could have thanked her for that 
joyoos, innocent welcome. He had paid her attentions 
for bis son's sake, of which he had become rather 
ashamed ; and as Louis and Mary hastened on to meet 
James and Isabel, he detained her for a moment, to 
say some apecial words of kindness. Clara, perlmps, 
bad an intuitive perception of hia meaning, and refer- 
ence to her past heiress state, for she laughed gaily, 
and said, 'Yes, I never waa more glad of anything! 
He was so patient that I was sure be deserved it I I 
always trusted to auch a time aa this, when be used to 
talk to me for want of dear grandmamma.' 

Mary was led upstairs to be introduced to the five 
children, while the gentlemen went over the accounts 
in Oliver's room. Enou^ had been rescued from tbe 
rnin to seoure, not wealth, but &ir competence ; the 
mines were disposed of to a company whi^ would pay 
the value by inetalmeota, and all the remainder of the 
business was in train to be easily wound up by Mr. 
Ward. Mr. Dynevor's gratitude was not over- 
powering : he waa abort and dry, privately convinced 
that be could have managed matters much better him- 
self, and chai^:ing all the loss on Fitzjocelyn'a folly in 
letting Bobson escape. But, though James was hurt 
at bis unthankfulness, and Ijord Ormersfield could have 
been very angry, the party most concerned did not 
take it much to heart ; be believed be had done hia 
best, but an experienced eye might detect blunders, 
and he knew it waa bard to trust afiairs out of one's 
own hands. 
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Even the Earl waa glad to escape to the sitting- 
room, though every one was talking at once, and 
'Mercy the londest; and Louis, as the children would 
call him in spite of their mamma, was at once seized on 
by Kitty to be introduced to ' our brother.* 

' And what is hia name, Kitty V 

' Woland !' shouted all the young ladies in chorua. 

' Sir Woland is in the book that mamma did make,' 
said Kitty. 

Louis looked at Isabel with laughing eyes. 

' It was TJnole Oliver's great wish,' she said, ' and we 
did not wish to remember the days of Sir Hub^t.' 

Before Lord Ormersfield was quite deafened, Louis 
recollected that they must show Mary at the House 
Beautifolj and they took leava The Earl begged 
Jamea to come back to dinner with them, and Louis 
asked if Clara could not find room In the carriage too. 
It was the earnest of what Ormersfield was to be to 
her henceforth, and she was all delight, and earnestness 
to be allowed to walk home with Jamea by starlight. 
. An d the evening realized all she could wish. The 
gentlemen had their conversation in the dining-room, 
and Mary and Clara sat on the steps together in the 
warm twilight, and talked of granny; and Clara 
poured out all that Mary did not yet know of Louia. 

' I hear you have been in hysterics again,' had been 
Lord Fitzjocelyn's greeting to Charlotte. ' You are 
prepared for the consequences.' 

Charlotte was prepared. The mutual pardon had 
not been very hard to gain, and Tom had only to 
combat her declarations that it was downright pre- 
sumptuous for her to have more than master had a year, 
and her protects that she could not leave her mistress 
and the dear children in their poverty. The tidings 
that they were relieved from their present straite 
answered this scruple, and Charlotte was a pretty 
picture of shrinking exultation when she conducted 
her betrothed to Mrs. Martha, who, however, declared 
that she would not take his hundred and eighty 
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pounds a year — no, nor twice that, — to many T)t™ in 
that there black beard. 

Mrs. Beckett made him exceedingly welcome, and 
he spent the chief part of bis time at No. 5, where be 
was much more &t ease than at Ormersfield. He con- 
feased that, though not given to basbfubieBs before any 
man, there was something in Mr. Frampton's excessive 
Givility that quite overcame him, and made him 
always expect to be kicked out of doors the next 
minute for sauoiness. 

Charlotte's whirlwinds of feeling had nearly ex- 
pended themselves in that one shock of meeting. The 
years of cheerfixl toil, and the weeks of grief and sus- 
pense, had been good training for that silly little heart, 
and the prospect of her new duties brought on her a 
sobering sense of responsibility. She would always be 
tender and clinging, hut the fragrant wocnihine would 
be trained round a sound, sturdy oak, and her 
modesty, gentleuess, and sincerity, gave every promise 
of her being an excellent wife. 

Tom had little time to spare before undertaking his 
new office, and it was better that the parting should 
be speedy, for it was a grievous one, boUi to the little 
bride ^id to Isabel and the children. Friend rather 
than servant, her place could be ill supplied by the 
two niiuds who were coming in her room, and Isabel 
could have found it in her heart to sympathize 
with Mercy and Salome in their detestation of the 
black man who was coming to take away their dear 
Charlotte. 

Clara's lirnt outlay, on her restoration to compara- 
tive wealth, was on Charlotte's wedding-dress. It was 
a commission given to Mary, when with Fitzjooelyn, 
she went to London for one day, to put tlie final 
stroke to the dissolution of the unfortunate firm, and 
to rejoice Aunt Melicent with the sight of her happi- 
ness. 

Good old Misa Fonsonby's heart was some degrees 
softer and less narrow than formerly. She had a good 
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many prejudices left, bat she did not venture on euch 
sweeping oenaures aa in old times, and she would have 
welcomed Lord Ormenfield with real oordialitj, for the 
sake of hb love to her Mary. Indeed, Louis's &8ciita< 
tiona and Mary's bright face had almost persuaded her 
into coming home with them; but the confirmed 
Londoner prevailed, and she had a tyrant maid-servant, 
who would not let her go, even to the festival at 
Ormersfield in honoor of her niece. 

The Earl was bent an rejoicings for his eon's mar- 
riage, and Louis dexterously managed that the banquet 
should take place on the day fixed for Tom's wedding, 
thus easting off all oppressive sense of display, by re- 
garding it as Madison's feast instead of his own. Clara, 
who seemed to have been set &ee &om governess tasks 
solely to be the willing slave of all the world, worked 
as hard as Mary and Louis at all the joyous arrange- 
ments ; nor was the festival itself like many such 
events, lees bright than the previous toils. 

The wedding took place in Ormersfield Church, on 
a bright Septomber morning ; James Frost performed 
the marriage. Lord Fitzjocelyn gave the bride away, 
and little Kitty was the bridesmaid. The ring was of 
Peruvian gold, and the brooch that clasped the bride's 
lace collar was of silver from the San Benito mine. 
In her whito bonnet and dove-coloured silk, she 
looked as simple and ladylike as she was pretty, and 
a very graceful contrast to her Spanish gentiemaa 
bridegroom. 

The Ormersfield bowling'^reen, which was wont to 
be so still and deserted, hemmed in by the dark ilex 
belt, beheld such a scene as had not taken place there 
unce its present master was a boy. There were long 
tables spread for guests of all ranks and degrees. Louis 
had his own way with the invitations, and had gathered 
a miscellaneona host. Sir Miles O^stead had come 
to see his old Mend mad^ happy, and to smile as he 
was introduced to the rose-coloured pastor in his 
gloss case. Mr. Calcott wap there, and Mis. Calcott, 
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ftll CbdcIb vitb Mn. James Trost long ainoe fwgotten ; 
•ad Sir Gilbert Brewster Bhone in his oolohej'a tmi- 
ibnn,— for Lady Fit^ooelyu had uttimated a ^)eoial 
desire that all the memben of the yeomancy uiould 
appear in costume ; and many a young farmer's wife and 
nster oanie all the more proudly, in the fond belief iia,ti 
ber own peoaJiar hero looked in his blue and mlTw ' as 
well aa Lord Fitqocelyn himsel£' And Miss Mercy 
Faithful) was there, watching over Olirer, to make up 
Jbr the want uf her sister. And eld Mr, Walby waa 
bowing and gossipiag with many a patient; and 
JameB, with hb little brown woman in his hand, waa 
looking after the party of panpers for whom he had 
obtained a holiday ; and Mr. Holdsworth was keeping 
guard orer his village boys, whose respectable parents 
remained in two separate throngs, male and female; 
and Clara Frost waa here, there, and eveiywhere — 
now setting Mrs. Richardson at ease, now canying 
little Mercy to look at the band, now conreyiug away 
Salome when fi^ghtened, now finding a mother for a 
village child taken with a sobbing fit of shyness, now 
conducting a stray schoolboy to his companions, now 
running up for a few gay words to her old onole^ to 
make sure that he was neither chilly nor tired. How 
l^easant it was to her to mingle with group after group 
of people, and h<wr from one and another how handsome 
and how happy Lord f itzjocelyn looked, and Lady Fit^ 
jooelyn quite beautiftd; and, then, aa they walked from 
party to party, setting all at ease and leaving pleased 
looks wherever they went, to croaa them now and then, 
and exchange a blithe smile or meny remark. 

No melancholy gaps here I thought she, as she 
belped her uncle to the easy chair prepared for him at 
the dinner-table ; no spiritless curiouty, no forced 
attempts to display what no one feltl 

There must needs be toasts, and such as thought 
themselves assembled for the sake of the ' marriage in 
high life^' where tsken by surprise when Lord Fitz- 
jooelyn rose, and began by thanking those assembled 
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for assisting in doing honour to the event of the day — 
the marriage of two persons, for each of whom hehitnBelf 
as well as those moat dear to him felt the warmest 
respect and gratitude for essentisil services and disinte- 
rested attachment, alike in adversity and in prosperity. 
Unpleasant as he knew it was to have such tnit^ 
spoken to one's face, he could not deny himself tKfl 
satisfaction of expressing a portion of the esteem and 
revei-ence he felt for such noble conduct as had been 
displayed by those whose health ho had the . pleasure 
to propose — Mr. and Mrs. Thomas Madison. 

' There,' was his aside, as he sat down, ' I only hope 
I have not made hun surly ; poor feUow, I have put 
him in a predicament, but it could not be otherwise !' 

Clara had tean in her eyes, but not like those she 
had shed at Cheveleigh; James gave Louis a look 
of heartfelt gratitude, bowed the lowest to the happy 
pair, and held up little Kitty that her imitative nod 
and sip might not be lost upon them. 

Mrs. Beckett said, ' Well, I never ! If ever a girl 
deserved it,' choked, and flourished her white handker- 
chief; Frampton saluted like my Lord and Lonis XIV. 
rolled into one; and Warren and Ciervas privately 
agreed that they did not know what was coming of 
the world, since Markaedge poaohers had only to go 
to foreign parts to be coined goold in the silver 
mines. Mrs. Madison's pretty face was all blushes, 
■ smiles, and tears. Mr. Madison rose to reply with 
unexpected alacrity, and Louis was soon reliev^ &om 
anxiety, at least, as &r as regarded his eloquence, for 
he thought in the majestic Spanish idiom, and trans- 
lated as he went — 

<My Lords,' h« began, 'gentlemen and ladim and 
neighbours, my Ijord Fit^ooelyn has done my wife and 
myself an honour as unlooked-for as undeserved ; and 
the mann^ of the &vour ia sudi that we shall carry 
the grateful remembrance to the end of our lives. He 
has been so oondesoending ss to speak of such services 
as it was in our power to render j bnt he has passed 

TOU II. B B 
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over in silence that whiclt gives him a claim to the 
atmost that I could place at his feet. Ue will forgive 
me for speaking openly ; for I cannot refrain fi«m di»- 
burthening my mind, and letting you know, even more 
than you are at present aware of, what your Senor — 
what your Lord truly ia Most of you have known 
me but too weU. It is not ten yeaiB since I was a 
rude, untaught boy upon the heath, such as a large 
proportion of those present would deem beneath their 
notice : Lord Pitzjocelyn did not think so. His kind- 
ness of manner and encouraging words awakened in 
me new life and energy. He gave me his time and 
his teaching, and, what was &r more, he gave me Ms 
sympathy and his example. It was these which gave 
vitality to lessons dimly understood, or which had 
&Ueii dead on my ears, when only heard in my irregular 
attendance at scJiodI. But the work in me was terdy, 
and at first I requited his kinduess with presumption, 
iuBubordination, and carelesBneBB. Then, when I hod 
been dismissed, and when my wilful neglect had occa- 
sioned the accident of which the traces are still only too 
visible, then, did I not merit to be exposed and cast off 
for ever^ I knew it, 4nd I fled, as if I could leave 
behind me my grief and my shame. Little did I dare 
to guess that he was dealing with me as though I had 
been his own brother, and scrupulously concealing my 
share in the misfortuDP, When I returned, sullen 
and overwhelmed, he alone — yes ! and while still suffer- 
ing severely — spoke a kind word to m^ and exerted 
himself to rescue me from the utter ruin and degrada- 
tion to which despair would have led me. He placed 
me in the situation which conducted me to my present 
position ; he gave me the impulse to improve myself ; 
and, above all, he infused into me the principles with- 
out which the rest would have been mere temptations. 
If I have been blest beyond my deserto— if I have been 
prosperous beyond reasonable expectation — i£, among 
numerous &ilures, I have withstood some evils — al^ 
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nmder the greatest and highest Bene&ctor, ia owing to 
the kindness, and, above all, to the generous forbear- 
ance of Lord Fiti^ocelyn. I wiah I could testify my 
gratitude in any better manner than by speaking of 
him to bis &ce ; but I am sure you will all drink hia 
health more heartily, if possible, for knowing one more 
trait in addition to your own personal experience of 
his character I' 

Alas! that aU things hidden, and yet to be pro- 
claimed on the house-tops, would bear tiie light as 
well as Fitqocelyn's secret I The revelation of 
this unobtrusive act of patience and forbearance 
excited a perfect tumult of enthusiasm among per- 
sons already worked up to great ardour for one so 
beloved ; and shouts, and even tears, on every aide 
strove in vun to express the response to Madison's 
words. 

' Too bod, Tom I' was Louis's muttered comment. 

' Tou are paid in your own coin,' retorted Mary, 
raising her glistening eyes, fiiU of an^uess. 

' I perceive it is no surpriae to you, Lady Fitz- 
jooelyn!' said Sir Miles Oakatoad; 'and, I own, nothing 
from that quarter ' (nodding at Louis) ' surprises me 
greatly.' 

' She practised eavesdropping,' said Louis, ' when the 
poor fellow was relieving his mind by a confeasioa to 
the present Mm Madison.' 

' And I think Mrs. Madison and I deserve credit 
for having kept the secret so long,' said Mary. 

' It explains,' observed Mr. Holdsworth. ' I did 
not understand your power over Madison.' 

' It -vea the making of us both,' aaid Louis j ' and a 
very fine specimen of the grandeur of that rough dia- 
mond. It elucidates what I have always said, that if 
you con but find the one vulnerable place, there ia a 
wonderful fund of nobleness in some of these people.' 

' Do you take this gentleman as an average specunen %' 

' Every ploughboy ia not an undeveloped Madison^ 
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: bat in every parish there may be some one with 
either the thinking or the riaing element in his com- 
position ; and if the right ingredient be not added, 
the fermentation will turn Bour, as my neglect had 
very nearly made it do with him. He would have 
been a fine demagogns by this time, if he had not had 
a generoua temper ^and Sunday-school foundation.' 

'Hush !' Baid Mary, smiling — 'you must not 
moraliza I believe you are doing it that poor Farm^ 
Norris may not catch yonr eya' 

Louis gave a debonnavre glanoe of redguation ; a&d 
the fermer, rising in the full current of feeling caosed 
by Madison's speech, said, with thorough downright 
emotion, that he knew it was of no use to try to 
enhance what had been already so well expressed; but 
be believed there was scarcely a peraon present who 
did not feel, equally with Mr. Madison, the right to 
claim Ixird Fitzjocelyn. as a personal iriend, — and an 
irrepressible hum of fervent assent proved how truly 
the farmer spoke. ' Yea, — each hod in turn experienced 
BO much of his Mendly kindness, and, what was more, 
of his sympathy, that ho could confidently affirm that 
there was scarcely one in the neighbourhood who had 
not learnt the news of his happiness as if some good 
thing bad happened to himself individually. They all 
as one man were delighted to have him at home again, 
and to wiah him joy of the lady, whom many of 'Uiem 
knew already well enough to rejoice in welcoming her 
for her own sake, aa well as for that of Lord Fita- 
jocelyn.' 

Again and again did the cheers 1»«ak forth — ^hearty, 
homely, and sincere ; and such were the bright, tearful, 
loving eyes, which sought those of Fitsjocelynon every 
side, that his own filled so fast that all seemed dazzled 
and misty, and he hastily strove to dear them as be 
arose ; but the swelling of his heart brought the happy 
dew ^ain, and wonld scarcely let him find voice, 'My 
friends, my dear, good triendj, you are all very kind 4n 
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me. It is of no use to tell yon hov little I deeerve it, 
but yon know how mnch I wish to do so, and liere is 
one who haa helped me, and who will help me. We 
thank you with all ova heartR. Ton may well widi 
my father and me joy, and youtselveB too. Thank 
you ; you should not look at me so kindly if yon wish 
me to iay more.' 

The Earl, who had stndied popnlarity as a nseitd en- 
jpne, but had never prized love beyond hia own family, 
was exceedingly touched by the ardour of enthusiastic 
affection that his son had obt^ed, — not by oourting 
suffices, not by gifts, not by promises, bat simi^y by 
real open-hearted lore to ereryone. Lord Ormer^eld 
himself oame in for demonstrations of warm feeling 
which he would certainly never have -sought nor 
ofat^ned ten yeara ago, when he was respected and 
looked up to as an upright repretentative of certain 
opinions; but personidly, either disliked or regarded 
with coldnesB. 

He knew what these cheers were worth, and that 
even Fitzjocelyn might not long be the pdpalar hero; 
but he was not the lees gratified and triumphant, and 
felt that no success of hb whole life had been worth 
the present. 

'After all, Clara,' said Oliver Dynevcr, as his nephew 
and niece were aasisting him to the carriage, ' they 
have managed these things better than we did, though 
they did not have Gnnter.' 

' Ounter can't bring heart's love down from town in 
a box,' said Olara, in a flash of indignation. ' Ko, dear 
uncle, there are things that can't be got unless by living 
for them.' 

'Nor even by living for them, Clara,' said James; 
' you must live for something else.' 

Lord Oimersfield had hwrd theee fbw last words, 
and there was deep thought in hia ^e aa he bade his 
cousins farewell at the hall door. 

Clara was the last to take her place; and, as she 
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tnmed round witli a meny smile to wish him good- 
bye, he said, 'You lidTS been m&king youraelf very 
nseAil, Clara, I am aliaid yoa have had no time to 
enj(^ yooraeUl' 

' That's a contradiction,' said Clara, langhicg; 'here's 
busy httle Kitty, who never b thoroughly happy but 
Then she thinks she is use^il, and I am child enough 
to be of the same mind. I never was unhappy but 
when I VBsset to enjoy mysel£ It bas been the most 
beantifiil day of my life. Thank yoa for it. Good- 
bye!' 

The ]Sarl crossed the hall, and found Mary standing 
alone on the terrace steps, looking out at the curling 
smoke from the cottage chimneys, and on the coppices 
and hedge-rows. 

' Are you tired, my dearf he said. 
'Oh no I I was only tikinking of dear mamma's 
persuading Louis to go on with the crumpled plans of 
those cotta^^es. How happy she would be.* 

'I was thinking of her likewise,' said the Earl. 
' She tpoke truly when she told me that he might not 
be what I then wished to make him, but something &r 
better.' 

Mary looked up with a satisfied smile of approval, 
saying, ' I am so glad you think so.' 

' Yes,' said Lord Ormersfield, ' I have thought a 
good deal shice. I have been alone here, and I think 
I see why Louis has done better than some of bis 
elders. It seems to me that Bome of us have not 
known the duties that lay by the way-side, so to speak, 
from the main purpose of life. I wish I could talk 
it over with your mother, my dear; what do you think 
she would sayf 

Mary thought of Iiouis's vision of the threads. 'I 
think,' she said, ' that I have heard her say something 
like it. The real aim of life is out of sight, and even 
good people are too apt to attach themselves to what 
is tai^bl^ like friendship or family affection, or use- 
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fulness, or public spirit; but these are like the patha 
of glory which lead but to the grave, and no &rther. 
It is the single-hearted, faithful aim tovards the one 
thing needful, to which all other things may be added 
as mere occeaaories. It brings down strength and 
wisdom. It brings the life ererlasting already to begin 
in this lif^ and bo makes the path shine m(n« and more 
onto the perfect day!' 
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